Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




Saitart Colltsf ILUnaro. 



UIES RUSSELL LOWE 



K.H-iVL'cl Noi 



,-5 

V V 



1 



BwH7'3'/ 


^ 


H yk^u^- 


M 


^ '( 


;9lLt«E j ^^H 









'■^!^t>^ \J 



~/;^ . XiA^..^., «-, ..„^,.,.,//^,_«;./^ ,/. . p^,,^, /^, _^, ^^.^ 



e> 



THE 



WORKS 



OF 



ROBERT FERGUSSON 



EDITED, 



WITH LIFE OF THE AUTHOR 



AND AN 



ESSAY ON HIS GENIUS AND WRITINGS, 



BY A. B. G. 



I 

![ /• 

LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN 
A. FULLARTON AND CO. 



185L 

: I 



Fri.l.AllTON AND MACNAU, IMMN Tr.IJS. I.K.I III u \i. 



TO 



JOHN FORBES, ESQ., 

WRITER, OLDMBLDRUM, 
AND 

JAMES INVERARITY, 

LONDON, 

COUSINS OP THB POET, 

THIS EDITION OP HIS POEMS 

IS DEDICATED WITH RESPECT 

BY THE 

EDITOR 



/^ 



PREFACE. 



In presenting a new edition of the Poems of Fergusson, 
the Editor may be allowed to state in what respects it 
may be considered superior to any that has preceded it. 

(1) In preparing the Life of the author he has left no 
source unexplored: and any reader at all acquainted 
with preceding biographies will at once perceive that his 
success has not been small. Let it be remembered that 
half a century ago, Dr^ Irving (assisted by Dr. Anderson), 
" with all his endeavours" was only able to procure the 
very meagre details which compose his Life of the Poet. 
The present Memoir is enriched with various interesting 
Letters and other (hitherto) unpublished MSS. 

(2) The Poems are now for the first time fully col- 
lected and chronologically arranged. The text, which 

* 

has been grievously corrupted in all existing editions, 
is formed from the author's own volume of 1772-3, so for 
as it extends, with various readings from the different 
poems as they were originally published in the '^ Weekly 
Magazine or Edinburgh Amusement." 

The volume of 1772-3, however, only contained nine 
Scottish poems. For the other and more numerous 
pieces, while he adheres strictly to the text of the 
* Weekly Magazine or Edinburgh Amusement,' the Edi- 
tor has, by a careful collation, supplied many interesting 
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at ill! prctcniling & 

(3) 'J'liu Nutoa and other peeidiiip feotawps may be at- 
lowud to recall 1 1 III end thdusulvi^s. It is hoped that the 
I'ortrail n,iiil ntlicr IliuBtraliona will prove acceptable. 

It uiilj- rtiiiiiins with tlic Editor to return tomaaykiiid 
friunils liifT vi^ry grateful thanks and acknotrledgmentB 
I'ur thu inti^rtist which thuy bave loanifeatpd in his "la- 
bour of lo VB :" and he pToceeda to apecify names, not oaten- 
tiitiously as way at first appear, but in certitude of every 
Uttio particular in the Life and Notea. To John Forbea, 
Esq., of Old 'Mi Idruui, and James InvKrarity, Eaq., Lon- | 
; don, ouusins i>{ ibe poet, he is indebted for all the family I 
pajwriJ, uiuiitiiiiied and cited, in whole or in part, in the 
Life. Ua luitcrtainB a hifjh sense of the confidence 
and courtesy iiF ibese worthy representatives of Fer- I 
gusson. j 

To his latu venerated friend, Miss Riiddiiiian, only 
daughter iif Jlr, Waiter Riiddimau, the suniiir publisher 
of tlie Ma^'azine, in wliich nearly ;iU the poems of this ( 
voliirae originally appeared, he owes the Blncurest grati- 
tude : and ci|ually so to the present Misses Buddiman of 
this eity. Tn those ladinR he is indebted For the various ' 
iUuMiiiiiin MvS ivithwliieli tlieMiTOoir is^'nrii.-hed. Ho ' 
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need only particularly specify the three MS. Sketches of 
the Life of Fergusson by Mr. Thomas Buddiman. Miss 
Ruddiman died on the 13th of April, 1849, when she had 
nearly completed her ninetieth year. 

To Leonard Schmitz, Esq., the present accomplished 
Rector of the High School of Edinburgh, the Editor is 
obliged for interesting memorabilia concerning the poet's 
attendance at that academy. To Christopher Kerr, Esq., 
Writer, Dundee, in like manner, he returns his best 
thanks for the invaluable documents concerning Fergus- 
son's attendance at the Grammar School of Dundee and 
St. Andrews University. 

To J. A. Campbell, Esq., Sheriff Clerk, and Hutton 
Wilson, Esq., Deputy Clerk, he is indebted for researches 
into the Records of the Sheriff and Commissary Clerks' 
pffices, for the period during which Fergusson was em- 
ployed in those situations: and to James Wilson, Esq., 
and Alexander Goodsir, Esq., of the British Linen Co., 
for similar researches in respect of Fergusson, senior. 

The Life and Notes will show how much the Editor is 
obligated to the venerable Principal Lee of the Univer- 
sity of Edinburgh, and to one who is not more able than 
willing to assist, David Laing, Esq., Keeper of the 
Writers to the Signet Library. 

His best acknowledgments are likewise due to Captain 
James Hay of North Belton ; to James Fergusson, Esq., 
of Balledmund ; to James Samuel, Esq., of Broomhouse ; 
to Mr. John Robertson of Moulin ; to Peter Cunningham, 
Esq., of Somerset House ; to Joseph Robertson, Esq., of 
the Courant, Edinburgh ; to Charles Mackay, Esq., LL.D. 
late of Glasgow, now of London ; to W. F. Mayne, Esq., 
and S. C. Hall, Esq., of the same city ; to Robert Cham- 
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too, hmr mitcU the Editor is 

liito laiuonted Profi.'saor Tennunt of St. 
roHf; ti' tlii; ktu Alexander Pcterkin, Ksq., 8.S.C. ; 
lit' l;ito ri'Sjii-t'tcd Siinun Sawcrs. Esq., of Diiubar ; to 
lalo \V, ^ Driggs, Eaj., Hur Jliyostj'a AMOiintant 
Hid to the lute James M'Cosh, Esq., of 
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iJiust iiffer his tlianka to the Presa of 
kii^'uw, Aberdeen, Dulilin, London, New 

istun, fiM the ready insenion which they 

iriiius inquiries, 

.'s fnvoiliitc poets, W. C: Brywit, Esq., and 
[I. lAngrellon', he would waft Ha special 
thi! innimtT in which they promoted his 
rispect more espocinlly of tilt hrother of 

iH'. I" r>r- Irving, thv Editor must duly i 
lii-^ iiuifiiriii courtpsy and interest. He j 
.11, lis utlierwise he shdidd have done, of 
isj of t'lTgiisson, because it hag long 

ncvioiisly in adust diulvea ; 

I oui' respeot ho soraewlmt consoia- 
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PREFACE. IX 

toTj to the writer, seeing that having been brought out 
in his earlier life, they contain details precipitate and 
errant. 

Finally, in the preparation of the Notes and the com- 
pleted Glossary, the Editor is anxious to express his 
obligations to his friends, Mr. Robert Burns, secundus, 
of Dumfries ; and Mr. Peter Mitchell of Bentend, near 
Falkirk. 

The Volume now presented to the public (with other 
similar Doric researches), has occupied the leisure hours 
of several years, during more weighty and serious studies, 
— and it is now sent forth in the modest hope that it 
may be found to possess the quality of being in some de- 
gree a conclusive edition, not unworthy of the memory 
of the poet, and of the long established popularity of the 
poems. 

A. B. G. 
Edinburgh, 1851. 

N. B. — The reader may ask why the Work is issued 
anonymously ? The Editor replies in the words of good 
Dr. Cotton. 

*' Authors, you know, of greatest fame, 
Thro' modesty suppress their name ; 
And would you wish me to reveal 
What these superior wits conceal? 
Forego the search, my curious friend, 
And husband time to better end ; 
All my ambition is, I own, 
To profit and to please unknown. 
Like streams supplied from springs below 
Which scatter blessings as they flow." 
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This ' picturf,' whiah ia supposod to hiivu been lij 
Riiiiciraa.il, was duly deliTered over to Mr. Ruddiman; 
ami I am indiilittd to Mr Laing. keeper of the Signet 
[jiliraryj for tliu following parCiculorB :— 

Mr. KudJiman had intrusted the portrait to Mr. 
Jajnes Ciimrayng; and while the second edition of 
tlm poems was in tha prose, 1782, he addrcaaed this 
card tu Mr. Cumroyng. — "Tho. Ruddimin's oompli- 
TJionts to Mr. Ciinimyng, begs h^ would look among hia 
papers for :i quarto book of lirnwingB which T. R. 
k-ft with Mr C. some montha ngo. It uontains u sketoh 
of the likeni'sa of R. Fergusson, whose works T. B. 
haa nearly ri.'ndy for publitjation, and wishes to have hia 
head engraved with all speed. If Mr. C. will leave the 
' book with his son, T. R, will aend for it this afternoon. 



'■ Til.: 
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PORTRAITS OF FERGUSSON. XI 

In a postscript to another letter to Mr. Oummyng, Mr. 
Ruddknan says, ^ The want of Fergusson's head is an 
infinite loss to me at present. — lUh May, 1782." 

The volume was issued without a portrait, so that Mr. 
Oummyng must have mislaid the drawing. 

II. The portrait which is given in the present edition 
is carefully and faithfully re-engraved from a private 
copper-plate, which belonged to Mr. Walter Buddiman, 
jun., and with which I was favoured by my venerable 
friend, the late Miss Buddiman. An impression from 
this copper-plate of Mr Buddiman was framed and hung 
above the parlour mantel-piece; and it was regarded 
by the family as a correct portrait of the poet. The 
editor is of opinion that the ' drawing^ referred to in Mr. 
Buddiman's note to Mr. Oummyng must have been sub- 
sequently recovered, and the copper-plate engraved there- 
from. It is the alone authenticated portrait, and there 
cannot be a doubt that it faithfully — literally represents 
the poet. 

III. The first portrait of Fergusson that was published 
was that in the edition of the first part of the poems 
published by Morison and Son of Perth, 1788. I have 
endeavoured to trace the original from which this en- 
graving was taken, but without success, although assisted 
by the present Mr. Morison of Perth. The attitude and 
adjuncts correspond with the copper-plate of Mr Buddi- 
man, and I am inclined to think that Mr. Buddiman 
must have forwarded an impression from his plate to the 
Messrs. Morison, from which they engraved theirs, with 
improvements. It is hardly necessary to state that fidelity 
should have been preferable. It is this portrait, as given 
by Morison and Son, that has been usually prefixed to 



" Mr. AlL'.frinder Sunnimnii, iw eulincat paintaf, well 
kiiijwu at tli;il time [IT72-3, 't\. wiis pdnting in his own 
iiouso ill till; I'leitsanue, n pioturu on :i half-length doth, 
(if the iirotligid gon, in which his fnney and pencil had 
introdiu-eri wetf neottasary olijoct and circumstance 
susgi-'atod hy the ainred paBsage. At his own desire, I 
CtiUod tip scL* it, I was much pleased witli the oonipoaition, 
coiouring, and admirahle effect of the piece, at least what 
was doni! (if it ; but expressed my surprise at oheerring 
a krgo space in the centre, exhibiting nothing but chalk 
outlines <^( a human Kgare. He infarniod me that he 
had Toservi-ii thut space for the prodigal, hut could not i 
find a j-'mnji man whoso personal form and cxpreBsive 
foaturi'fl wero suah as he cmid approve of. and commit to 
the einviiss. Robert Fvrgusson'sface and ti^nvQ instantly 
iiccurreil tn me ; not from Mi idua that Fergusson's mal 
' eharactor wns that of the pvodigul, hy no menne, hut on 
iiucount ••( hie sprightly huniuur, personal appearance, 
and Btriking features. I mIci^ Mr. Bunciman if he 
knew tlio puet I lie nnawermi in th« negoti™, hut that 
he hid (Fl'ten read and admired hia p'loius. That evening 
.it five, I iippointed to meet with him nud the puet, in a 
tiivern, Parliament Close. We did su, and I iutroduead 



him. The painter was much pleased, both with his figure 
and conversation. I intimated to Fergusson the nature 
of the business on which we met ; he agreed to sit next 
forenoon ; I accompanied him for that purpose, and in a 
few days, the picture strikingly exhibited the bard in 
the character of a prodigal, sitting on a grassy bank 
surrounded by swine, some of which were sleeping, and 
others feeding ; his right leg over his left knee, eyes up- 
lifted, hands clasped, tattered clothes, and with expres- 
sive countenance bemoaning his forlorn and miserable 
situation! This picture, when finished, reflected high 
honour on the painter, being much admired. It was 
sent to the Royal Exhibition in London, where it was 
also highly esteemed, and there purchased by a gentle- 
man of taste and fortune, at a considerable price. I have 
often expressed a wish to see a print from it, but never 
had that pleasure, as it exhibited a portrait of my fa- 
vourite bard which, for likeness, colouring, and expres- 
sion, might have done honour to the taste and pencil of 
Sir Joshua Reynolds." 

Notwithstanding very considerable research, in which 
I had the kind co-operation of S. 0. Hall, Esq., editor of 
the 'Art-union Journal,' I have failed in tracing this 
painting. It is certainly very desirable that its present 
possessor should be known. 

V. In the edition of the poems, published by Ander- 
son of Edinburgh, with Life by the Rev. James Gray, 
1821, there is given a hideous study from another picture 
of Runciman, which represents the * Return of the Pro- 
digal.' It is said to be, by the editor, a * portrait of Fer- 
gusson:' but there is not a tittle of evidence adduced. 
It is wholly supposititious ; and certainly the engraving 

h 



EDITIONS OF THE POEMS OF FERGDSSON. 



I give only those editions that are in my own pos- 
session. There may be, nay doubtless there are, numer- 
ous others. 

I. Poems. By R. Fergusson. Walter and Thomas 
Ruddiman, 1773. 1 vol. 12mo, pp. 132. Vignette in 
title-page, a figure playing on the Scots whistle, — ^in 
the distance the three graces, — ^in the air, * flying 'mong 
clouds,' Fame blowing his trumpet, — Chills, — water. 

The preceding volume was p^sed through the press 
in 1772 (see Life, p. Ixxxv), and was advertised as follows, 
in the Scots Magazine, vol. xxxiv, p. 672, December 1772 : 
"Poems. By Robert Fergusson. 1 vol. 12mo, 1772. 
2s. 6d. • Drummond and Elliott." 

It is to be presumed that the subscription papers were 
left with Drummond and Elliot. No copy has been met 
with, so far as I can learn, having their imprint, nor 
of date 1772. There were large and small paper copies of 
this edition ; both are rare. 

II. Poems on Various Subjects, by Robert Fergusson. 
Part ii. Edinburgh, printed by Walter and Thomas 
Ruddiman, 1779. 1 vol. 12mo, pp. 151. As a preface, 
there is given the short sketch of Fergusson's life which 
is usually prefixed to the poems. It was written by Mr. 
Thomas Ruddiman. The MS. is in my possession. 

This Part ii. is sometimes found bound up with the 
author's own volume of 1773. 

b2 



bablu Clijt Ml'. Rud(li]Bm vovM retain 

tliu I'dltiuii iiiiist have ooiiaiated of eeven (Kou^and, 
IV. PucniB iin Various SuljjectB, by Kobert Fergiisson. 

In t«\i parts. The third oditioo. Edinburgh, printed 
I by T. Kmidiiiian and Co., ITSS. 1 vol. 12riio. Memoir 
I reprinttd. pp. 2in Seven thousand copioa, if not more, 
. hud tliiis bi'on I'xhanstcd in hsa than three jcars. 
I V. i'liL-iiia on Various Subjcets, by Robert FerguEson. 
I In twi, part^^. l'arlL[Englishp"Bm9], 1 vol. I2mD, 1768. 
I I'art ii |Sfiittis!i poemsl, 1 vol. 12mo, ITHli. Perth, 
I printml by Ii. Mi^riftin, Jun., for R. MorUou and Son, 

lK)okpc;llL-ra; and sold by J. Murray, No. 32 Fleet Street, 
. Li>nduTi. JlfULoLr reprinted, tarps, thick paper copies 
j of this edition ivi?rcBtrn«k off. Sucharerure. Thetwo 

parts ari; usu.iUy found in one voluiue. This udition 

fontainud tlio tirat pabUehed portrait of Fergusaon, ' Mr, 
I iloburt l'ir,'iie=i.n, jctatis xsiv. A Birrel, soiilpsit.' 
■ OoiiwniiiiL; (l.i- imrtrait, aev p. id- N'"- iii- Jt vim like- 
; w'lM ciiilii'llislj.il ( '] with two iliuBtrations, Birrel after 

I'ollin^s. ID t,. tb^ Simile; (2) tv thf poem of Hallow 

Kair. 

VI, I'oims on Various Subjects, by Robert PergnsBon. 

In (no \y.irtf Paisluy, printed by .1. Neili^on, for R. 

SiiiUti IT"; I :■■>]. l2mo. Memoir reprinted. 
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EDITIONS OF THE POEMS OF FERGU8SON. XVll 



VII. The Poetical Works of R. Fergusson. Paisley, 
published by R. Smith, bookseller, 1799. 1 vol. 12mo. 
Engraved title-page, and poor copy of the Perth portrait. 
Memoir reprinted. 

VIII. Poems on Various Subjects, by Robert Fergus- 
son. In two parts, embellished with engravings. Edin- 
burgh, printed by T. Ross and Sons, for W. Martin, 
South Bridge, 1799. 1 vol. 12mo. Memoir reprinted. 
Portrait and illustrations of the Perth edition poorly 
re-engraved. W. Martin was the famous bookselling 
auctioneer of facetious memory, whose grinning physiog- 
nomy has been preserved by Kay. 

IX. Poems on Various Subjects, by Robert Fergusson. 
St. Andrews, printed by Mr. Francis Ray for TuUis, 
Cupar Fife, 1800. 1 vol. 12mo. There is prefixed a 
portrait which is stated to be " from the original draw- 
ing ;" but it appears to be only a copy from that of the 
Perth edition. Professor Vilant confirmed the likeness 
to Mr. Inverarity in 1801. There is a Memoir of the 
poet, shortly enlarged from the preceding, signed T., who 
seems to have been well acquainted with Fergusson. 
Professor Tennant of St. Andrews, and the present Mr. 
TuUis of Cupar Fife, vainly endeavoured to trace the 
writer of the memoir, and the authority for the portrait 
for me. 

X Works of Robert Fergusson, with Life, by David 
Irving, Glasgow. Chapman and Lang. 1 vol. 12mo, 
1800. This edition gives a supposititious portrait of no 
value. It is likewise embellished with three so-called 
* degant engravings.' 

XI. The Works of Robert Fergusson, with a short ac- 
count of his life, and a concise glossary. Edinburgh, 
printed for W. and J. Deas, front of the Royal Exchange, 
1805. 1 vol. 12mo. This life is written with great 
taste. The Perth portrait is prefixed, somewhat more 



lidition , 

XIII. TliL- Works of Bobort FOTeuasOu, tu wMeh is 
prulixed ii «kituli of the author's life. Londun, printed 
for S„ A., anrl 11, Oddj. 27 O.tl'grd Street, l«07. 1 vol. 
^VIJ. Sll|^]llJ^illli-us]lu^trait, This life is the fullest that 
has ji't liLTii i--jui!d. It was nrittea hy the late Alex- 






aS.C. It was well Q 



t, but CI 



taiii3 n grL'ut dual of prose run uuid. It is a giaiurous, 
^Kiirihiistiu, [uinstnlciDg, ridiculous pi'oduction. Our 
epitlietB inay iippear mutually dcEtructive; but let the 
reader tiuigidt the work fur hiiusclf, and he shall admit 

tlioir r.w. 



XIV, Till; foeins of Robert Ferguason. In two parts. 
Til 'wliich arc pvefixdj a sketdi of the author's Ufc, and a 
tursury vii'iv "f iiis writings, hy James Banningtou. 
Liindiui, prLLittd liy A. MacphtiTSon, BussuU Court, Oovent 
Uurden. IM'^i. I vul. l&mo. This life is Tory creditable 
to Wv. Himiiiimtim. 

XV, TliL- Works of Hohert FcrgusEoti, to wbith is pre- 
fixed n sketiili of the niithnr's life. A new edition. 
Gryeaw'k, printed for WiUlnni Sentt, Irtlu. I vol. 8vo, 
This IB till' Eiiiiie with Si., jtlii,. bvintu only a new title- 
paije, 

XVI, The Puiitietil Works nl' Robrat PergiisifiiTi, with 
wiek, printed by W. DnvisMu. i vuU, 13tno. 



EDITIONS OF THE POEMS OF FERGUSSON. XIX 

This edition is embellished with a great variety of en- 
gravings on wood hy Bewiok. It contains likewise a 
supposititious vignette portrait, and the following oop- 
per-plate engravings : vol. i., frontispiece, an illustration 
of 'A Saturday's Expedition;' vol. ii., frontispiece, an 
illustration of the ' Ghaists,' and vignette of Burns kneel- 
ing at the author's grave. The life is a slightly modified 
reprint of Peterkin's. 

XVII. The Works of Robert Fergusson, with an ac- 
count of his life. Glasgow, printed by W. Falconer, 3 High 
Street, 1821. 1 vol. 12mo. The life is that of No. ii., 
part ii. 

XVIII. The Works of Robert Fergusson, with an ac- 
count of his life. Glasgow, printed for William Bilsland, 
bookseller, 1821. Ibid. 

XIX. The Works of Robert Fergusson, with an account 
of his life. Edinburgh, printed for James Robertson, 
Macredie, Skelly and Co., Waugh and Innes, and W. 
Oliphant, Edinburgh, and Ogle and Co., London, 1821. 
1 vol. 12mo. Ibid. 

Nos. xvii., xviii., and xix. were one edition, and these 
were only the title-pages of the respective supplies. This 
edition consisted of, I have been informed, eight thou- 
sand copies. 

XX. The Poems of Robert Fergusson, with a life of 
the author, and remarks on his genius and writings, by 
James Gray, Esq., [subsequently the Rev. James Gray,] 
of the High School, Edinburgh, author of * Cona,' <fec. 
Edinburgh, printed for John Fairbaim, John Anderson, 
Jun., 55 North Bridge Street, Oliver and Boyd, Macredie 
and Co., Edinburgh, and T. Tegg, London, 1821. 1 vol. 
12mo. Large and small paper. See portraits, No. v. 

XXI. Poems on Various Subjects, by Robert Fergus- 
son. Paisley, Neilson, 1825. 1 vol. 24mo. 

XXII. The Poetical Works of Robert Fergusson, with 
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L- oi" Robort E'6i^n»«M>, ihB Scottish Poel,' hf 
lyiii.is. KJinlmrgh, 180;i. Tract, pp. fi4. 
sni til ihe Loiiiliin 
iiiii] Greonodt, 1810, by AlBxanilBr Peterkin, Es(j, I 
>i.\u.xiii.] 

:uil lu Aniiorson'a edition of the pooms. I toI. 

I.y th^ Kev. Jbttics Gray. [See No. xx.] 

I < i.ivi-, there nrc a i^.it many short aketcbeti. 

I I, iiiliiiinii U) part ii. of tha paoms, 1779, is 

■ I lie [lucins. There are likeivisa Notices of 

I I \ .iri-n\s Biogniphit;iil Dictiontirics nnd Ency- 

mil' iiwii coiinlry, a$ well as iii tho Coi. 

iurniuny, aiid tho Biographic Uoiveraellc of Frai 
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MEMOIR 



OF 



ROBERT FER6USS0N. 



** I intend to write this Life with all truth, and equal plainness." 

Isaac WAvroVf— Sanderson. 



CHAPTER I. 

1760—1756. 

Birth — Birth-place-- Parentage — Emplojrments of Father — Letters. 

RoBEBT Febgusson, one of the "sweet-singers" of our 
fittherland, vras bom in Edinburgh on the 5th day of 
September 1750.^ 



1 1 am enabled to state the birthday as above, positively, from family, 
sources inaccessible to previous biographers. The date given in the short 
notice prefixed to Part II. of the Poems 1779 (supplementary to the volume 
published by the Author 1772-3), is 5th September 1751 (not 1750), a mis- 
print which was not corrected till the Life of Fergusson by Dr. Irving 
appeared in 1799 (Glasgow : Chapman and Lang, pp. 44). This misprint 
had previously been repeated in the short Memoirs prefixed to the Poems 
as published in 1782 and 1785 in Edinburgh, in 1788-9 in Perth, in 1796 
and 1799 in Paisley. 

Subsequent to 1799 it is only to be met with casually in reprints from 
the classic presses of Caldwell of Paisley, Johnston of Falkirk, dec. tbc. 
It was only in 1832-5 that the correct chronology of Dr. Irving was, with 
intention, departed firom. Mr. Chambers, in his ' Lives of eminent and 
distinguished Scotsmen,' in loc. : and in his ' Life of Fergusson ' prefixed 
to a ' People's edition' of the Poems, has given 17th October 1750, as the 
txirttiday of the Poet, on the authority of Mrs. Duval, younger sister of 
FergoMOO. The only reason assigned by Mrs. Duval for the change is 
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Iruui Tarhiid, AbudcwiBhire.' flit mother, Elimbeth, 
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youngest daughter of John Forbes, tacksman of Temple- 
ton, Hillockhead and Wellhead of Kildrummy, likewise 
in Aberdeenshire, a cadet of the family of Tolquhon.^ 

At the time of our poet^s birth, his father was in the 
emplojrment, as clerk, of Mr. Robert Baillie, the only per- 
son then established in the capital {tempora miUarUur) 
as a haberdasher. 

Mr. Fergusson removed to Edinburgh about 1746, 
much about the time the troubles of that period had 
ceased. The merchant with whom, in Aberdeen, he 
"served an apprenticeship,'' had died: and it was in 
consequence of this event that Mr Fergusson pushed his 
way to the Capital.^ He had only been in Edinburgh 
three days, when, from the excellent character which he 
sustained, he obtained the situation with Mr. Baillie, 
not however, significantly remarks Campbell, " without 
the precaution of security having been given that he was 
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the North. A family of the name of Fergusson possessed the estate of 
Aochtereme in Cromar, from the reign of David II. to that of James V., 
when it seems to have become extinct. 

" In the 17th century, the lands of Badiforrow, near Inverury, were 
possessed by another family of the name of Fergusson (which intermar- 
ried with the Bumets), which afterwards acquired the estate of Pitfour. 
A third family of the name possessed the lands of Kinmundy in the last 
century : the ancestor of this branch of the name is said to have settled 
in Aberdeenshire about the year 169U. I am not aware of any other fa- 
milies of the name who held lands in Aberdeenshire : and although he 
may have sprung from one or other of them, I regret that I am unable 
to connect William Fergusson, the father of the poet, with any of those 
I have named."— Commun(<vi^<i by Mr. Joseph Bobertion, editor of the 
EdinbwTffh Counmt Newspaper. 

I may add that in a letter (now in my possession) from Henry Fer- 
gusson, to a former companion, ho humorously claims a royal lineage. 
** I am the son of the ancient, the royal Fergus," Fergus— son ; and in the 
answer, his friend, a " Mr. WUliam Dick of London," says, " I am heartily 
glad to hear that ye son of the brave and the antient Fergus was well." 
5th Jtily 1765. Inverarity MSS. 

1 GoDununicated by John Forbes, Esq., Writer, Old Meldrum, present 
representative of the family. 

3 Letter of Walter Fergusson, Esq., W. S., to Mr. Ruddiman. This is 
the wril-known gentleman who built St James' Square, Edinbivgh. 
He forms the subject of an extraordinary panegyric to Claudero. 
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from that place for Lieth [Leith]^ marked ' B. Baillie, 
Edinburoh/ by which it will be brought to Edinburgh 
at sight, and give me an opportunity of paying freight, 
shore-dues, and cartage myself, and upon sight of price 
of meall, cask, couperage, shipping,. &c., shall order your 
money in the way seems most agreeable. As to my 
situation, it is same as formerly, and can't propose to 
make any advance on my wages, with my present mas- 
ter. It's not impossible to find more encouragement in 
the place, but my loss is want either of interest or ac- 
quaintances to recommend me ; and had I not continued 
my funily in the country until I furnished a room and 
saved £% over, I could not [have] had subsistence, as 
you'll see by an abstract of last year's expencess. I have 
sometimes some shillings when I pay money away to 
persons on my masters account. Write's at spare hours 
to some acquaintances, for which gets complements, 
either a cheese, a ham, a cap or frock to some of the 
little ones ; and particularly I have the charge of posting 
up a dealer's books, which can be expede in six of my 
spare hours in the week, for which I have 40s. sterling 
yearly: last summer, in the mornings, I wrote eight 
quire of papper at a penny a-page, for which I'm to get 
j£3, 4s. My wife joins in her love to you, Mrs. Forbes, 
and sister when you see her. Bob, the young one, is a 
thriving boy. Harry is well advanced in his Latine, ex- 
poning Ovid, M. and C. Nepos. Babie has been tender 
of late, but now thought better. However much you 
have reason to think I have been on the ceremony in» not 
writing so oft as you might have expected, believe me 
no emergency happening in the course of my situation 
made me the more easy. Shall be glade to know if I 
could in the least be usefull to you here, or if [you] had 
ever any business in the place, that might fall under my 
care, the same should be ncgotiat with all expedition. 
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was indaoed to leave Mr. Baillie, by a promise of increased 
emolument from a Mr. Hope of Midhope, near (it is un- 
derstood) Edinburgh, whither accordingly he removed. 

The following Letter, which was likewise addressed to 
his brother-in-law, indicates that the change was greatly 
to the worse : indicates sorrowfully to us a continuous 
chequered struggle for subsistence, such as that which, 
much about the same time, the father of Burns was 
called upon to make. 

II. WILLIAM FERGUSSON TO MR. JOHN FORBES OF 

ROUNDLICHNOT. 

MiDHOPE, 17M February, 1756. 

Dear Brother, 

After receipt of yours of 16th Decem- 
ber last, I went in to Edinburgh in consequence of my 
bargain with Mr. Hope, and was a fortnight extremely 
busie in settling accounts for and with Mr. Baillie, and 
we parted exceeding good friends; and ever since my 
return here, have been exceedingly hurried, otherways 
I would have wrote you ere now. As to Mr. Hope's 
business, I'm determined to have nothing to do with 
either him or it either, after Martinmas. I wish it may 
be in my power to stay till then: last half-year he 
chang'd no less than six clerks ; he is a most insulting 
tyrant. In short, he is quite destitute of the most, if 
not all the social virtues ; and altho' the neighbourhood 
all agree that he behaves with more decency to me than 
any he ever had before, yet he is so implacable in every 
respect that I'm weary of my life, and will be unhappy 
untill the expiration of our term. The gentlewoman 
that recommended me to Lady Mary Deskford is Miss 
Billy Eraser, Milliner in Edinburgh, who, I suppose, is a 
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IIL WALTER MORISON, ESQ., TO MR. JOHN FORBES. 

Deskford, December 7thy 1764. 
Dear Sib, 

I wrote you in my last concerning the ap- 
plication, he (a friend of Mr. Morison's) wants to Lord 
i>eskford : as I told you my difficulties, so within a few 
days ago, I was in company with a gentleman who told 
me that his Lordship had undertaken fully as much as 
he could make out, and anoyther mentioned a case that 
confirmed that, for Lady Mary had been addressed in 
favour of a gentlewoman of this country, living at Edin- 
burgh with her husband in great straits, that her Lady- 
ship would speak to her Lord, she answered that she was 
very sorry she could do nothing presently, for L[ord] 
D[e8kford] could not get done for severalls [what] he had 
on hand, and suggested that that gentlewoman should 
apply to some oythers. Therefor I have written Mr. 
Fergusson yt it seems needless to write just now, but 
to refer [defer ?] till his Lordship comes to the countrey. 

I am. Dr. Sir, 

Yourobedt. and faithful! Servt., 

Walt. Mobisok. 

Mr. Fergusson having left Mr. Hope as anticipated in 
Martinmas 1755, was ' once more thrown upon the world.* 
Fortunately, almost immediately thereafter a company 
of upholsterers, Messrs. Wardrop and Peat, Carrubber's 
Close, Edinburgh, were requiring an experienced ac- 
countant. Application was made to Mr. Fergusson, who 
at once and gratefully accepted the situation ^ro tempore. 
He was diligent in the discharge of his duties, and in 
every respect gave his employers satisfaction : but con- 
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thing value of a perquizite, nor time either to oblige a 
friend nor gain a sixpence ; iso that my sallerj of £25 
realy can't be a subsistence to my family ; exclusive of 
coal, candle, and cloathes which are absolutely necessary, 
omitting house rent, amounts only to £4 3s. 4d. a head 
per annum : and till now, since I came to this place never 
felt 80 much the loss of time to do something in, for my- 
self: besides [loss of] perquizites at paying of accounts. 
It*8 pity you had so little time with Lord Deskford when 
in the North : if you could use the freedom to write his 
Lordship under cover to me soon, representing the con- 
nection between us, and with as much modest assurance 
as possible solicit his intrest to procure me any settle- 
ment in the Customs above a Tidesman it would be sin- 
gularly obliging: and if once introduced to his Lordship 
in that channel, possibly I may get your intrest sup- 
ported by some others in this place, who can ascertain 
my diligence and sobriety. 

Shall be glad to hear from you soon. Your sister after 
a long struggle between two opinions is at length to 
commence a settler here after Whitsunday next; for 
particulars I referr you to what she writes herewith. 
Hary still unprovided, from a gratefull sense of your 
civilities desires to be remembred to you, Mrs. Forbes 
and Jack Auld, and we all join in our compliments to 
Mrs. Forbes. My wife has had a web for severall months 
on the stocks which I hope will soon be ready for 
launching. 

I remain, D[ear] B[rother], 

Your aff«. Brother, <fec. 

Will. Febousson.^ 



1 While with Messrs. Wardrop and Peat, Mr. Fergusson framed a very 
ingenious and useful ' Book of Rates,' the original MS. of which belongs 
to me. There are various blank pages in it : and on these our poet sub- 
•eqoentlj entered various interesting Memoranda, as shall emerge. 
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considerately reckoned in Scotland), from bis delicate 
state of health.^ 

His mother, however, had previously taught him his 
^ letters ;' and from all that I have read and been told of 
Mrs. Fergusson, I feel satisfied, that long before he at- 
tended school, the picture so sweetly, so naturally por- 
trayed by the ^ sweet singer^ of Brechin, good Alexander 
Laing, would be frequently realized ; nor am I unwar- 
ranted in supposing further, from the affection which 
peculiarly ^went out^ from his parents upon their 
" darling gentle Robert," as they were wont to call him, 
that the lyric equally expresses, even then, their hopes 
and wishes. 

Let us become as little children, and listen to this 
felicitous heart-utterance. 

THE A B C.2 

AiB, ** Clean Peeue Strae." 

If ye'd be daddie's bonnie bairn, 

An' mammie's only pet, 
Tour A B brod, and lesson time, 

Te maunna anee forget, 
Gin ye would be a clever man, 

An' usefu* i' your day, 
It*s now your time to learn at e'en 

The ABC. 

To win our laddie meat and claes, 

Has aye been a' our care ; 
To get you made a scholar neist. 

We'll toil baith late an' ear. 



1 It is recorded that Bums, too, only entered school in the sixth year 
of his age.— Cunningham. Lockhart In loc. 

3 From ' wayside Flowers ; being Poems and Songs, by Alexander Laing, 
Brechin.' Edinburgh, 1 toL 12mo, 1846, pp. 157-8. These ' Flowers ' have, 
indeed, all the dewy freshness and modest beauty of those of the ' way- 
side.' 
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^(^^v c'lime an renil jour lesson >int-r, 

Till Unix jour supper coal; 
1 1 ivhut wuj mutiy a laddie ni's 

To hae a rsilicr'a aclioni? 
Tu be a mitlier'f '.nlv i:uit, 

A» jH are ilkiv (Inj-. 
Sliiiii'd ma);' you llkv in lejirii ul ■■'■■ii 

Tlie ABC. 

His first teathor Was a Mr. Philp, in Niddrj'a Wynd, 
n tL'acliur of English, snyB Soinraerti, whu knew him well, 
'■ iif Tc'spt'ciiLlilliiy in his line.'"' 

Ik' li;ui •■■.\h i:uutinued with Mr. PLilp fur "about six 
iiuiutLs,"- ^" liijiid wttB hia progresB, when hu was deemed 
qualilii'J til t uIlt tlie first Latin class of tlie High school, 

From :iu uxaiuiniktiuii of tliB i'''gister of this world- 
fiiiiious acaiieiiiy, Kndlj made fgr I'le by Leonard Sehndtit, 
Esq., the prcsi iit nououipliahed and rt'sjiected rector, it 
ajijiuars tluit l^ruiisBon wu8 a pupil of Mr. John Qileiirisl,' 
in thf jiiirs I7.>, lim, and I7fil, 

In thf rnll .1 \tr. OilchriBt of 1750, tlm name of Per- 
"iissiin dot'B iiui oecur, though, remarks Mr, SuhmitK, " I 
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would not infer from this, that he was not at the school 
during that year, for in those days the records seem to 
have been kept rather carelessly." Mr. Schmitz is correct. 

Fergusson was at the High School in 1759 likewise, 
but, from ill health, was only enabled to attend desul- 
torily.^ 

His progress at the High School was equally promising 
and praiseworthy with that made under Mr. Philp. Even 
under the disadvantage of broken study, because of pre- 
carious health, observes one of his biographers, the late 
Alexander Peterkin, Esq , S.S.C., Edinburgh, ^' he equalled 
any, and surpassed numbers of his class-fellows."^ 
. He kept fully abreast, says Mr. Chambers, ^* of his com- 
panions, a temporary application being sufficient to bring 
him up to any point which the class had attained in his 
absence;"^ a twofold testimony which is borne out by 
Irving, Sommers, Campbell, Gray, and indeed by all his 
biographers.^ 

He was of an inquiring, must-be-satisfied disposition 
from his earliest years ; and Dr. Irving records, '^ that 
the interrogations which he put concerning any subject 

1 Dr. Steren, in his History of the Hiph School, informs us (p. 122, No. vii.. 
Appendix), that a ' general matriculation register, alphabetically arrang- 
ed, was not commenced till 1827, previous to which year each master en- 
rolled, though not so regularly as could hare been wished, in a common 
register, the names of his pupils who had subscribed to the library. But 
even in the early period, when such a subscription was not compulsory, 
there were few who did not contribute.' Mr. Schmitz, on looking into the 
records of the library, found, that in the year 1758, Robert Fergusson 
contributed one shilling, and in 1761, half- a -crown, to the library 
ftind, which, in the circumstances, were certainly "widow's mites." 
Fexf^nsson is duly entered in the roll of celebrated * High School Pupils.* 
See Steven, p. 207. No. xi. 

3 Life profixed to the octavo London edition of the Poems, p. 15, 1 voL, 
1807. This edition was subsequently transferred to Scott of Greenock ; 

' and it is accordingly to be met with, with the imprint, ' William Scott, 
Greenock, 1810.' 
8 Life in Emin. Scotsmen. In loc. 

4 Irving, Life, 1799, 1800, 1801, &c. Sommers, Life, 1803. Campbell, 
UHb, in Introd. to Hist, of Scott Poetry. Gray, Rev. Jas., Life in edition 
of Potau, 1 vol. ISmo. Edinburgh. 1821. 
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i' Oned:ij li'j L-iitorCii hi» mother's fipiirtment in tears, 




caUItig uii li'-r tu "wliip liiiii." (Jn inquiry being made 




1 03 tu tiio Tt^asun fur Buth a very e£tr»uidiaarj lequest, he 




1 soljlied, ■' Tiiiither! hu that epuroth the ruii, hateth the 
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the " mantinnance and education of two poor male chil- 
dren,'^ of his own surname, at the Grammar School of 
Dundee, and the College of St Andrews. 

The deed^ '^ appoints and ordains'' that '^ the two chil- 
dren of the quality foresaid, from the saids age of nine 
years untill they attain to fourteen years compleat be 
maintained, educate and brought up at the Grammar 
School of Dundee, and be boarded with one of the sur- 
name of Fergusson in case there be any that can do the 
same, and failzing of that in any other honest house, 
within the said Burgh of a good report, and that at such 
I rates and prices yearly or quarterly as the said patrons 
and administrators shall think fitt; and be furnished 
(the saids children) with sufficient cloaths and necessaries 
for their bodies, head and feet : their coats being always 
of a grey colour lined, with blue sleeves." 

A leaf having been abstracted from the Minute- Book 
of the ' Trust,' I am unable to state accurately when 
Fergusson first entered the Grammar School of Dundee : 
but the following Excerpts from the Sederuut-Book, 
which are inserted immediately after the abstracted 
leaf (on which it may be assumed the first entry was re- 
corded), furnish us with a notice of the poet while at the 
Grammar School of Dundee : and likewise of his trans- 
lation to the College of St. Andrews. 

. I. Sederunt of the Patrons att Dundee this sixth day 
of December one thousand, seven hundred and 
sixty-four years. 

John Barclay, Esq., Provost of Dundee, and 
James Graham, Esq., of Metthie. 



J 



1 I am indebted to Christopher Kerr, Esq., Writer, Dundee, present 
; Agent for the mortification, for a verbatim double of the deed : and for 
I other extracts annexed. 
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lijli lliLrray7^"'i'^'uiil Ihitwy's lather ofLiB 
1 uiiil 111 pruuuri; fruin the I'reabitry of Dundeii' 
'^U- \,! liiB capauitj- fur Iji/ing put tii the CoUtdgy ; 
k'h tlii'^ would preaeat him aocordic);!;. 



Dundue. Tth Doccuihcr. 
I. -Uiii Biirclay of Dundee, 
Jiiines Graham of Motthie. 



\ PatronB. 



IJoitipoarud WiUiam Fergussou, Writer in Edinburgh, 
wlio produced to tfie Patrons proper cortificatefi of hia 
sou Uohert FurgiissiHfa liuiHg prupBcly qualifitid for going 
to tlu' ("luUed^L-: The Patrons did tberefory Ijy misaivo 
U'ttcr i>f tliiH datu- present the said Rohcrt Ferguaaon 
to till' L'niu.l r.ilk'dgeB of St. Luoiinrds and St. Salvator 
at St. Amlniis. jn'r tho timo limited hj the mortifica- 
tion, frujii ;inJ :Jtijr the tirGt day of Ncvomher lust, with 
jin alio Will ii:^: of ten pounds sterling yearlj, payable a' 
"\Vhitanftd;iy and Martimaa by equal portions, 
iii^ till.' Hrs;t tcniis paynu'ut at Whitsunday nt 
Ifrligned] ,Tame= Gkaii 

,Ias. IJabcIhV 

'I'l.u ' missive letter' refurreil it- in tfie latter Excerpt 
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was published by the late James M^Cosh, Esq., in the 
Dundee * Warder' Newspaper, 28th December, 1841, in 
an article relative to bursaries connected with St, An- 
drews University. ^ 

I give this letter in my Appendii,^ but shall intro- 
duce here a very interesting one (likewise printed in the 
* Warder') regarding it, from the fother of the poet. It 
was addressed to Mr. Edmonstone, then clerk to the 
University. 

IV. WILLIAM FERGUSSON TO MR. EDMONSTONE, ST. 

ANDREWS. 

Wabriston's Close, Edinburgh, 
4 May, 1765. 
Sib, 

I hereby take the liberty to annex a copy state 
of the Fergussoa's Mortification at Dundee as at Can- 
dlemas 1762, in right whereof my sofi Robert was pre- 
sented to a bursary at your College of 7th December 
last, for four years, at ten pounds sterling yearly, in con- 
sequence whereof he was admitted, and the presentation 
lodged with yourself the 8th of said month. Which copy 
state, if the same may be done with propriety, you will 
please be so good as lay before the Principal and Profes- 
sors of the University, together with the patron^s presen- 
tation, in order to draw upon James Graham of Meathie, 
Esq., who has the management of the funds, for ten 
pounds sterling, in terms of said presentation, and which 
I beg you will be so good as negotiat : out of which sum 
you will please pay Messrs. Wilson and Morton's fees, at 
three half guineas each : Mrs. Gibson for the boy*s board, 

1 I am indebted to Mr. Chambers for directing my attention to this 
article : and to the unfailing kindness of Mr. Kerr for a double. The 
originals were in possession of the late Mr. M'Cosh, who had promised 
to forward tliem to me, very shortly before his lamented death. 

2 Api>«ndix D. 




l>u an indelible gbIlfPSSi%^aii%&i^i«F« 
yu\i tliink prgpcr W'plairge for your troulile shall be ap- 
provi'd of, and your anBwer if pussible befure the IreuJc- 
iiig up uf till; Session, will be esteemed a Bingulai 



This k'tttr advauuua our uormtive to ' Jlay 1705.' 
Uul I must tff^ruas. In the interval between the expiry 
i>f the term at the Grammar Sehvol of Dundte aud the 
iipening of tiic first Session of CoUuge tlieieafter, Mrs. 
Ktrgussun witli her son Robert paid a visit to her re- 
lativea in Abi-rducnshiTU, 

Through thy nttefltion and zeal of Mr. Forbeg of Old 
Muldnim, 1 am enabled to illustrate this period with two 
letters from our poct'9 father, addressed respectively to 
Airs. Fi;rgusson, while at Roundlichnot, and to Mr. 
Forbes, her bj-uther. ' 
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' V. WILLIAM FERGUSSON TO MRS. FERGUSSON. 

Edinburgh, 17 th Aug. 1764. 
Mt Deabest, 

As I hope this will reach you before you 
set out from Boundlichnot, I hereby acknowledge the 
receipt of your favours of 13th. This day has removed 
my anxiety's occasioned by frequent apprehensions of 
your having met with some disaster in your journey by 
the bad weather or otherways. I notice your resolution 
with regard to the time of setting out for home, and ap- 
prove thereof, notwithstanding I have had a solitary 
fortnight already, and in view of a third lonely Sabbath, 
the only time I can command as my own. It gives me 
no small satisfaction to find, you have had so agreeable a 
meeting with your brother and sisters, and that Bob has 
held out the journey. I arrived from Saltonfield, Sun- 
day morning by 9 o'clock, when it rained so hard in this 
country that I was wet [to] the skin. Your linnen is 
blued, and at the lapping, and will be in soon : the cot- 
ton piece, not yet off the field, as they are determined 
for a good colour. Your compt^ to Kylahuntlie came 
too late, for they set out for Badenoch with Inverhall 
Tuesday last and left compt^ to you. I would have 
wrote Mr. Forbes and thankd him for his civilities, but 
had only time to scrawl this for you in the ofiice, during 
which performance I had twenty interruptions. Mean- 
time I make offer of compt^ to your brother; Mrs. 
Forbes, the Aunt in case the care about her cat will 
allow her to accept of them : and to all other friends and 
relatives in the neighbourhood. It's become dark, so 
must conclude with wishing Mr. Forbes and family all 



nii 



I hnd-fbe pleasure of joai obligiDg fnvnurs 
I'f 7th. curt, aiivising of your family's welfare, at which 
ivV are all extremely glad. I obsurve with some conoern 
I tliat the aitut'ii aSectiou'a fur thu uat is not in any dt>- 
grse alienutt, considering that now ehe has aa opportu- 
nity of seeing an objeut that ineriti' her warnieat alTec- 
tions; uud as niy wife bae heitrd notbiug from her by 
this opportunity, she is guepiciouB of having offended her 
liy saying soiiiethiug the has thought hiirtrull ti> Gibbie's 
L'hariLcter, My wife -was not a bit wearied im liei- return, 
HDd h:iE been ia a luuch better state of health since, than 
for 3ouie years past, and haa reoovered a keen appetite. 
It will give me real pleasiiro to know so oft as opportu- 
nity porruitta how you, Mvu. Forbes, the Aunt and little 
Jim d t the oqIj h ng d a t p nal inter- 

VI « wh h th un nte mpted hu y f bus nesH pre- 
nta B 1 d h r hu 1 and » w 11 a d with my 

wif I! It I and P g B J n w h n n ni at affee- 
t n t pi n s to yon Mra 1^ 1 ai d y ung sod, 
tl A t d 11 Ih nn t y n ghbour- 

hood : beiiii,' in a horry, 

I am, Dear Sir, 
Your most atf. Brothor iinii hunilik' Serv', 

WiLi., FcRGuasos. 



Please mind the Aunt to call for a ^ lib of snuff from 
the waggoner. 

These letters, with their quiet humour concerning the 
venerable spinster whose ' mull * is replenished, and her 
cat Gibbie, present Mr. Fergusson in what in Scotland 
is very well described by good spirits. He was now in 
a permanent situation. After remaining with his name- 
sake Mr. Fergusson, W. S., for upwards of six years, he 
was appointed, by the influence of Lord Deskford, to the 
oflice of clerk to the prisoners of war in the castle of 
Edinburgh, in which situation Campbell states " he was 
of the utmost service to Government, as well as to the 
unfortunate sufferers.'* This oflice however was only a 
temporary sinecure. In 1762-3 he obtained the situation 
of managing-clerk in the Linen department of the Brit- 
ish Linen Co. in the Canongate of Edinburgh : in which 
he remained, with the greatest respect, until his death 
in 1767, never having any great emoluments, but being 
much less pushed, and more, if the colloquialism is 
allowable, his own master.^ 

1 1 have stated that Mr. Feiig^son was in the Liaen department I 
mention this because the Companj, now perhaps the wealthiest Banking 
Establishment in Scotland, carried on the Linen trade consentaneouslj 
with the Bank. I must acknowledge the pains-taking attention and 
courtesj of Mr. Wilson, present Cashier, and Mr. Goodsir, present Secre- 
tary of the British Linen Co. in Edinburgh. Both of these gentlemen 
kindly superintended a careftil search of the books of the period, pre- 
served in the office, with a view to discover some notices of Mr. Fergus- 
son, but it was found tliat the books which remain were solely relative 
to the Banking department ; those, it appears, oi the Linen department 
having been nearly all destroyed mauy years ago^ 



Fb1(I!1!S»us, i\l- li.nf found, Was nt home in Edinburgh in 
St'ptelnliur I7(;i after hia vacation ramblea among the 
liills and ivuuds uf Lichnot. On the 6th of December of 
the same year, he " oorapBored before the Trustees of the 
Murtifi cation," and stdted it to be hia wish "to pursue 
hii learning." On the 7th of the same month he ob- 
tained Iht "miBsivelatter" of presentution to the Prin- 
cipal and blasters of the University : and I find, by the 
irCi'By of Ht. M'Bean, preseot Librarian to St. A.a~ 
ws University, that he inatrieulaCed in February 
>5, about two months after the issue of the miBsive 
letter. ' 
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When FergosBon stated that it was his wish '' to pursue 
his learning*' by going to College from the Grammar 
School, his design was in acoordanoe with the earnest 
wish of his parents, to study with a view to the c}mrch. 
His great-grandfather, on his Other's side, had be^n a 
clergyman in tho Church of Scotland, and this had its 
share of influence with his &ther in fixing upon the 
ministry for Robert. It cannot be supposed that so 
early as in his fourteenth year, Fergusson could person- 
ally have any decided resolutions in respect of the choice 
made for him. However, he revered his father and 
mother, and their will was his law* Accordingly, even 
thus early, we find him inscribing his name in his class- 
books, 'Robt. Fergusson, Student of Divinity.'^ He 
entered the college with the highest promise. His pro- 
gress at the Gramipar School of Dundee had been, as 
in ^!dinburgh, rapid and praiseworthy. Dr. Irving and 
other biographers, designate it '' surprising ; " and we have 
seen that his father at opce obtained certifiqates of *^ full 
qualification."^ On matriculating in February 1765, he 
becaipe a student in the Humanity [Latin] and Greek 
Qksses, under Professors Wilson and Morton. But the 
Classics were not his &vourite study; or rather, with 
the petulance of a youth of lively parts, who did not wish 
any longer to be subjected to the labour of hard study, 



•n Hkdtiliood eontnlted this auttuwitj. The entey ia as follows, * Ro«. 
Fstgnson, Disetpnli D. Gul. Wallace Legis Munidpalis Profess. 1765:' 
•ad very possibly this too was the origin of the statement as to Fergus- 
jobIb halving studied the Law. 

I am oUiged to Blair Wilson, Esq^ Secretary of the Univerrity, fbr con- 
•idta^n of 4ie Matricnlation-Book. 

1 A liook, with this inscription, was fonaeAy in the possession of Mrs. 
IiHrerarity, elder sistor of the Poet It was entitled, ** A Defence of the 
Chupdi Goremmeot, Faith, Warship, and Spirit of the Presbyterians. 
Hf Jeha Andencm, M.A.'' 

t It ia to be regretted, fliat although kind friends in Dundee and St 
Aadravrs have made every search and inquiry, these certificates have 



loat b? ^ 
Andrews 



plication at onC'i^e, wliat migKt have been loat hj 
preTiouB immethoSical or relaxed effiji 

There ia no register of matriculation in St. Andrews 
University, liejond the first entry of the Bursar student ; 
atld iiiduLd, up to ITH3, it seems no correct roll even of 
the general students was kept, so that unfortonately we 
cannot nuw be infomiEd an to the order of the curricu 
lum pursued by PergusBtin. It is more than probable 
that he took the usual course. We find, that very soon 
he ohtaini.'d the marked npprobation, nay the friendship 
of Professor Wilkie ; and long subsequent to his death, 
Professor Vilant, and Principal Hill (who was a fellow- 
student), spoke of him with esteem and admiration.* 
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He was frequently taken by Wilkie to his farm, about 
four miles from St. Andrews ; and the late Dr. Naime of 
Pittenweem remembered that Fergusson very often ac- 
companied the eccentric, but truly warm-hearted Pro- 
fessor to his father's manse at Anstruther, where he was 
ever a welcome guest.^ 

The powers of conversation and fascinating gaiety 
and galliardice, which so remarkably distinguished Fer- 
gusson, were manifested from the very first. He was 
only a very short while a civis of the university, when he 
became known among his fellow-students ** as a fellow of 
infinite jest, and most excellent fancy." He had not 
been long at college when 'certain Macaronic satires 
against some of the masters,'^ were ascribed to him ; and 
all his biographers have agreed in stating that it was 
while at the university that he ** first committed the sin 
of rhyme." 

They have all, however, united in saying that none of 
these ''first blossoms" are preserved in the published 
poems. 

His tasteful biographer, in the ' Lives of Scottish Poets 
by Members of the Society of Ancient Scots,' only ex- 
presses the general opinion, when he states that '' while 
pursuing his studies at St Andrews, he first began to 
direct his attention to poetry, and wrote many occasional 
pieces, which attracted the particular notice of the Pro- 
fessors, as well as of his fellow-students ; but none of his 
published poems can be referred to so early a period ; all 



almost contemporarily, a youth of ' eighteen or thereby,' hight James 
Hay Beattie, was not only mounting occasionally, but occupying as 
{Mnofessor, the professorial rostrum of Aberdeen; and ri«um,ten«atuam«ei, 
wfaOe I inform you that this staunch defender of the dignity of the pro- 
fiessorial rostrum was- then mounting the rostrum of authorship him. 
•df, a Tenerable Methuselah of ' seventeen or eighteen.' 

1 Oommunicated by the late Professor Tennant of St Andrews. 

S Ruddiman, MS. Lives. 



Mr. Cliaiiilwr>:, an cxainple of ihe length to which he 
ventured in W\s satirical efluBioiiB. Bewailing the Iobb 
that fhc 9[:Lriitilic world hitd sustained by the decease of 
this learned |)L'rson, and enumerating various instances 
uf hia sagacity, he says, with irrepressihlc waggery, 

lie could, liy Euclid, prove lanfrajne, 
A piiii-'iiiK point cumpoBoci a line ; 
liy iiuiiiberH, too, !iQ could divine, 

When he did rend, 
That three timei ihrec just mnde up nine; 

But now h«V dead. 

mus ha been of this playful nature ; 

has app or d his Professors and fellow- 

d tid n hing but Jcindly feelings towards 

m wh h eq U ciprocated." Ills vivacity 

a d k b n given in a single dasL 

I n or ft JiiQ Inverarity, a nephew of the 



<1 Hill. Vr. Johi 
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poeji, had the curiosity to ask one of the janitors of the 
university, if he recollected Fergusson. " Bob Fergusson ! '* 
he exclaimed, "that I do ! Many a time I've put him 
to the door. Ah! he was a tricky callant;" but he 
added, " a fine laddie for a* that." 

He seemed to have gre^t pleasure in, the recollection 
of so lively and amiable a boy.^ 

While at college, the young poet was wont to put in 
practice, Mr Chambers relates, "a frolic which marks 
the singular vivacity of his character. Whenever he re- 
ceived a remittance from his friends at Edinburgh, he 
hung out the money in a little bag attached by a string 
to the end of a pole fixed in his window, and there he 
would let it dangle for a whole day in the wind. He is 
supposed to have done this partly from puerile exultation 
in the possession of his wealth [!] and partly by way of 
making a bravado in the eyes of his companions ; among 
whom, no doubt, the slenderness of their funds, and the 
failure of supplies, would be frequent subjects of raillery."^ 
His talents of mimicry, too, were great, an illustration of 
which the late lamented Professor Tennant communicated 
to the " Edinburgh Literary Journal," [No. 164] which he 
received from the Rev. James Brown, D.D., the poet's 
fellow-student at St. Andrews, and who, from kindred 
delights and sympathies, delighted to tell that "he had 
enjoyed much of Fergusson's society."^ This anecdote 
has been reprinted by Mr. Chambers ; but I prefer giving 
It in the more characteristic and equally truthful version 
of John Mackay Wilson, Esq., in his " Recollections of Fer- 
gusson." * The scene is the porter-lodge of the university, 

1 Chambers, in loc., and Inverarity MSS. 2 Ibid, 

8 Copied oat for me by Professor Tennant Letter accompanying. 

4 Wilson's * Tales of the Borders,' No. 115. These ' Recollections' are 

truly interesting and touching ; and were the result of various commu. 

nieatlons made to Mr. Wilson, whose pains-taking researches I have had 

frequent occasion to verify in the course of my own. 



you ea d tliBidhtlebia V ^'bai MU emftf^tia^J 

t B John, Bob an' I were at the King'i 

Mb li j, and i^u'd at the pendicle [a enml 

ho king's Muira of Denino] in the pass- 
nR up wh yi when the giiidwife tell't ua there 

UantB, who had broken into the miik- 
V. afore, lyin' ill o' a surfeit. 'Dangerous 

iHL, End I lut let inu ei'e him; I hrtve studied 

to small pnr|>osc, if I knuw nuthing o' medicine, my good 
wiuniin.' Wool, the wouinn waa just glad enough to 
liringhini to the liedgidc, an' no wonder — ye never eawa 
wiser phiK in Jonr lives ; Dr. Dumpio'a was naething 
till't ; am! afttir he had sucked the head o' hia stick for 
ten niiniiti's, iin' fand the loon's pulse, on' aabed mair 
(jiieBtionB t,h;in the giiidwife liked to answer, he pre- 
acriht'd. lint losh! Bic a prescription ! a day's fasting 
an' twa laiik'fl i>' nettle kail was the gist o't; bat then 
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there went nmir Latin to the tail o* that, than onr neebor 
the Doctor ever had to lose.'* 

The impulse <^ the moment appears to have been at 
all times irresistible with Fergusson ; and, accordingly, 
he allowed'himself to be carried away by it in circum* 
stances where, with any regard to consequences, levity 
would have been repressed. 

It is related ih&t his voice being ezceQent,^ he was 
required, oftener thui was at all agreeable to him, to 
officiate as ' precentor' in the chapel. 

His ' wicked wit,' says Mr. Chambers, (taking the fact 
from OampbeU,) suggested a method of getting rid of the 
distasteful employment, which he did not scruple to put 
in practice, though there was great danger that it would 
incense the heads of the College against him.^ It is cus- 
tomary in Scotland for persons who are in a ' dangerous 
state of illness,' or who are by other 'necessary causes' 
detained from public worship, to give in a line, request- 
ing the prayers of their congregation, which the precen- 
tor reads aloud, immediately before the prayer. Fergus- 
son availing himself of this custom, rose up in the desk, 
and with the usual nasal solemnity of tone pronounced, 
as if read from a paper, " Remember in prayer, a young 
man (then present), of whom, from the sudden effects of 
inebriety, there appears but small hope of recovery."^ A 
proceeding so utterly indecorous, albeit it is not stated 
to have occurred on the Lord's Pay, could not but be 
frowned upon by the Professors, not more in itself, than 
from the incontrollable titter and mirth which it pro- 
duced among the students, and eke, (for they were no 

1 Mr. Buddo of St Andrews wrote me recently that Mr. David Scott, 
beadle, has heard his mother say that Fergvnaon, whom she knew, was 
a ' beautiftil singer : ' and that his voice was heard above all others in 
flie CoUege Kirk. 

3 Gbambera. Life in loc. * 

9 Campbell, Chambers, Inverarity MSS., Ruddiman. Life MS. 



UU3 I'iioull L'b" ' !iinl'*aideavoiii-a"' apptar to have been 
iliri'tti'cl, til ihi; Bule end of Bwelliiig out the slender 
liiiiiiphlft [,[■ \7M into a volume. While the new Life 
iv^Ls ii:ifiSLnu' tliriijgli the press Professor Playfair, who 
11 a,. :; IlIIhi -.-iiiilviit uf PergusBou's, aiid alive to the fuir 
laiiio of li.r. lAiiy friiiiid, corrected the precipitate and 
uviT ciiriiius filuteiiient, which the biographer diilj ac> 
knowk'd^ed in a postscript, 

Kiitiri'ly citiiicidiag with the author's own estimate of 
his own pnniui^tion 1 cannot withhold the 'peooavi:' 
'" Kutwilh.sliiNihii^ my si'vcrltj in crilioiKing the compo- 
siliunB of uili'is, IN J own Btaud in need of eyerj poSHble 
inilulgonoi',"' Tin7 do- Dr, Irving's account is as 
fuUoivs, ■' W'liiit aiiiuseii himself, tended to disturb the 
i[uii't of otini'.s Ilis misdemeanours were either eo &e- 
qui'iit, or of siicli a kiud, that after a reaidt^ncu of four 
years, he expnsed hiniaelf to the diRgmce of a Ibmiul ex- 
jiulsion from tlie Uaiveraity. Tlie eloquence of Dr. 
Wilkie was puwcrfullf eserted in his bebaif, but without 
producing the desired effect; the other niembers of the 
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Semitus Aoademicus were by no means disposed to listen 
to his arguments ; and the imprudent youth was accord- 
ingly dismissed."^ 

Sudi an unqualified statement naturally aggrieved, as 
well the admirers as the relatives of Fergusson. Mr. 
Inverarity, nephew of the poet, applied to Professor 
Yilant <^ St. Andrews for an explanation. At the Pro- 
fessor's request Dr. Hill drew up a formal ' document : * 
and Mr. Yilant, who cherished, together with Dr. Hill, 
the kindliest recollections of Fergusson, attested it. 

The 'document' was published by Mr. Inverarity in 
a minted Critique on Dr. Irving's 'Life of Fergusson:' 
and has been reprinted by Peterkin and Chambers. ^ I 
shall allow it therefore to escape in my Appendix.^ By 
the twofold kindness of the veneraUe Principal Lee and 
Mr. David Laing of the Signet Library, I am enabled to 
displace and correct the statement from memory, thirty- 
four years subsequent, of Professor Yilant. The follow- 
ing is the register of the incident in the MS. private 
Journal of Professor and Principal Thomas Tullidelph of 
St. Andrews, which was kept regularly day after day from 
the year 1734 to 1774. 

" 26th March, 1768. 

** I extruded Alexander Qrant nne spe redeundi [with- 
out hope of return], on account of a continued course of 
irregularity for some weeks past, particularly for a riot 
committed with some accomplices on Lewis Qrant about 
one o'clock of the morning of this 26th of March, and 
also extruded Ro^ Fergusson and Charles Stewart his 
accomplices in that riot. Ro^ Fergusson likewise had 
wantonly given up John Adamson's name to be prayed for. 

'' I deprived John Adamson of his Server's place for 

1 Life, p. 9. 2 Peterkin, Life, p. 19 sq. Chambers, Life, p. 800. | 

t Appendix E. 



i t 1 rj, Tn tthiitevar might ba hia inoUctetions, 

jd t I J r Ir ctorj' Cr diBre9[)i:ctful conduct, rendered 

If u n a to the lipada of the University, aince, 

) ad t at I c c caae, it is to be preBuini^d, t}ie7 would 

I aVL J d D stilvea of this infraction of acndt- 

.il d [In to moke good his expulsion. If tbi'ru- 

fort tl K tirat -i i rations of liia luuse were employed in 

T r al eft o g against his inetructors, it must have 

¥ t an T scnoe of all bitterriesB, Bud in a vein of 

I I ry I I TiS not meant to be, nnd did not prove 
1 a e T puniehmentB of the others. Principal 

I V t Editor, wore not roniitttii. " so tliat 

I p T r uaa n s lasu appears not to have been aggra- 

j vat d , jind at, n, 1 havu palliattd R. F.'s olf'eDco by 

Bhowing that it had not appeT.red in It e "iame aggravated 

light in thu LKs of the Colkgt aa many other csbcs 

which had been of frequent occurrence previouslT. year 

I afti^r yt'ar."'" 

' This ' yuiithf il fny remarks i tisteful ind discrimi- 
1 iiating biogripher of Fergussjn has been represented 
I in various lights, and magnLQed mto a matter of serious 
I nocuBation : hut it Burely can refleut no discredit on the 
memory of Ki:rguB3un. Every one who has been edu- 
cated at a public school must have observed, upon occbt 
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eions where all the boys have rendered themselves 
obnoxious to punishment, and where of course to punish 
them all would be no easy task, that those boys are 
selected as leaders who seem to possess the greatest de- 
gree of spirit, whether they have been more guilty than 
their fellows or not ; and the only apology which can be 
made for such a discrimination is, that such boys might 
have been the leaders, and probably were the inciters of 
the disturbance."^ 

Let us ''hear the conclusion of the whole matter'* in 
the words of Bobert Bums. 

*' The cleanest com that e'er was dight 
May hae some piles o* caff in, 
Sae ne'er a fellow-mortal slight 
For random Jits o' daffin*." 

During the entire period of his attendance at the 
University, while, in the words of Dr. Irving, who will 
not be suspected of partiality, "he performed with a 
sufficient share of applause the various exercises which 
the rules of the College prescribed,"^ he held not infre- 
quent intercourse with the '' nine faire ladyes that dwelle 
on y forked hille : " nor is it without regret that we find 
that with the single exception of the ' Elegy on the Death 
of Gregory,' all these occasional pieces have perished. 

He was not without a counsellor in his poetic ''studies." 
In a letter from his brother Henry, ^ we find the fol- 
lowing. 

" I read with attention the Burial-Letter you versified 
and your poetical Letter to the Cripple Laureat [Query 



1 Life prefixed to Poems, 1 VoL 12mo., Edinburgh 1805. W. it J. Deas. 

3 Ute, Pl 8, 1801, Ac 

8 InTeraritj MSS. The date, as mentioned by Dr. Irving, is torn away, 
bat firom the subsequent notice of the ' New Theatre's going briskly for- 
ward,' the ftmndation^tone of which was laid on the 16th of March 1768, 
It most have been written in 1768. 



iu wliidi, Bomewhi^^mgruoirely our poet had inBerted 

it:'— 


1 


; Th.Ti.r.irp 'tis meet Vh-t Sisem bu erow.i'd 
With ;,II llie honour worlhy of hk ECirice, 

1 Ami eIk>[ tliU ilay for niinh bo set apart, 
Tij itkl.iMLc the deeas, and valiant acta 

j l)is|ilaj ■■] !a- him id *ar— 




Concjucst alone, my liege, repajB our loil: 
Km since it is your aoverEigo indinution 
Tliis day ii> grace ue with a [joiupous triumph, 
As fwili as thought my deedfl shall fly to «crvB 
111 »ll)our after batllts— 




1 ThuBi! veraeg have lieen pronounced "puerile;" nor 
would we dias'nt. Another dramatic acheme assumed a 
more decided " form and presaurc." He had, it is stated,* 
Kiiiahed tvmactsofa Tmgedy founded on the"achicve- 
iiientB and f;ite" of Wallaoe: but having seen another 
play on tlic kitiib subject, he alianduned the under- 
taking, being afraid that his own might be considered a 
plagnuiam 




iL(fr,iw,i. 111.1, i^fii,,-.;.fl. 

Trting. nil. 18111, A,-, 
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There is no Play in print antecedent to Fergusson, so 
far «8 we can learn, on the story of Wallace : ami as for 
the anticipated charge of plagiarism the reason is incon- 
sequent.^ We suspect that it was rather the criticism 
of his Professor-friend Wilkie which weighed with him 
in this suppression : and certainly it is well that it did, 
for his abilities were not at all equal to the ttLsk of filling 
up the conception of the great patriot-hero which bur- 
dens the Scottish Pagination from earliest memories. 
Bis Muse was rather one of the fair maidens that visit 
the sunny pool on the green-hill side where the water- 
tilies float like fairy skiffs, and the dewy wildflowers 
droop OY^ the calm clear mirror of a single star, than 
one ^ who in gorgeous pall comes sweeping by," stirring 
the heart to its very d^ths, and sl^adowing it as with 
a thunder-doud. Wallace and Bannockbum and Mary 
still await some future 3hakspeare or Otway. 

We have no po^tive means of knowing the acquire- 
ments of Fergusson under his respective Professors : but 
that notwithstanding his volatile and festive disposition, 
they were not inconsiderable, we are warr^ted, from Dr. 
Irvi^'s testiimony, to suppose. That he was a respect- 
able classical scholar appears from an anecdote which I 
took down from the lips of my late venerable friend, Miss 
Bttddim^ who cherished a vivid remembrance of our 
poet, whom she again and again named " a dear, modest, 
gentle creature." 

Mifis Buddiman informed me that Mr. Arthur Mason, 
editor of the well-known School- Collection, was one of 
the fetvourite guests 9,t her brother's literary parties. If 



■ 1 In Ruddiman's Magaadne, vol. xlix. p 147, 1780, there is a Proloprae 
te die Traieedy of Sir William Wallace ; written and spoken by Mr. 
JackflOQ. The Tragedy itself was likewise the production of Mr. Jack- 
son: trat it was never printed. Baker's Biographia Dramatica, in 
loa. 



CrMnlavr entevtlHil^ strong Dpiniong, whtn the brunt 
of the word battle was burne by the youthful knight. 
Ilr irason T.nd Mr Grecnljw greatly t'Eteeiutd Fergui.- 
sw Miss Riddiman vmdiy recalled a particular tca- 
pa.rty it ul ith bcth were present, as woli as the poet, 
Mr Woods ^Ir Wilson, and others, when FergusBon and 
llr Ortmbw had a Bovire tueale. Mr. Qrsenlaw waa 
obliged to jield thL> point (wliich MisB Kuddiman vainly 
en'biioiireil to recall), and in doing so said emphatically, 
" Tint young man is a, burning, God grant that he may 
I be a shilling light. The more's the pity for us that do 
inc talcts biizi by the hand." 

Bpsidfs bi.>; (!lii3sical attsiiinients, " bi; was a consider- 
able proliciiut ill Matheiu alios,"* 

In Katiir.il I'hilosopby it ia to be presumed that he 

mist iiavi? distinguished himself: for Professor Wilkie 

manifested a particular regard fur bim. It was on Qnish- 

; his studies under Wilkie that his Eursary-courae 

,a conclude.!. 
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At the close of Session 1767-8, he left St. Andrews,^ and 
like Oowper on leaving Olney, he inscribed his name be- 
hind the window shutter of a small back room in the 
College. 2 

He returned to his ' widowed mother in Edinburgh.' ^ 



Deed of Mortification. " How. soon and whensoever the saids children 
or either of them shall attain to the s[ai](l age of fourteen years com- 
pleat» then I appoint and ordain the s[ai]d patrons and administrators 
to make tryal if they or either of them be capable of learning, and has 
ane inclination to be scholars, and when it is found that the saids chil- 
dren or either of them are so capable and inclined to be Scholars— It is 
lay will and I appoint them to be put to St. Leonards Colledge of St 
Andrews for the space of four years, and that the saids patrons and ad. 
ministrators entertain, maintain and furnish them at bed, board and 
with doaths and other necessary's, so far as the 8[ai]d rent will extend, 
dec. &c. See p. xli. 
1 The following is the entry in the Sederunt-Books of the Trust 

Sederunt of George Maxwell, Esq., Provost of Dundee, 
and James Graham, Esq., of Mettliie, two of the Pa- 
trons att Dundee, this ninth day of December seven, 
teen hundred and sixty-eight years. 

The said James Graham represented that both places in the Mortiiica- 
tion were become vacant by the death of Thomas Thomson, son of 
Thomas Thomson, Wright upon the twentyeth of August last, and by 
Robert Fergusson, son of William Fergusson, Writer in Edinburgh, his 
leaving the Colledge at the first of November last, and petitions having 
been presented on behalf of, Ac. Ac. 

2 1 discovered when at College in 1801, ' Robert Fer|(usson's' name ' 
written with pencil in one of the small back rooms of tihe Old Collie- 
Building, now in course of being demolished that it may give place to a 
more el^ant and convenient edifice. Professor Tennant to Editor. 
Devongrove, 17th Sept 1816. 

8 Roddiman MS. Life. 



I HAVE stati.'il that Ferguwon returned to Edinburgli to 
liia'wi,i.,wuil iinilliur.' Ilia fathtT hud died in 1767.' 
Uis muthur wj.5 nuw eurniug a. ataaty livi;lihaad by ' tak- 
ing in luiif^L-ra' into hur 'spare room' in hue lowlj resi- 
dijitcc ia .lanuKEon'e Land. Shortly before out poet's 
ruturn his Irtuther Honry hnd gune to bko.'' 

Wliilti his mvercd father lived, FLTgusaon proceeded 
from class to class and from school to College, fully occu- 
piL'd, at thf time, with each particalar etudj, but still 
looking forward, as &n ultimate object, to the Church. 
When liowi^ver in Session 176e-17fi7 tidinga came, Bret 
«f his fithi'r's illnesB, and nest of his death, all his pros- 
jipcts wore overclouded. He knew that he had only a; 
other Jiur.sur- Session, and that, for the Church a period of 
study equul to what had elapsed was imperative, and 
where was he to look for a patron! His father would 
^'lodly have Krimpit himself to have advanood his Ro- 
tiert: but his prematuru grey hairs wvre uuderaeuth the 
' earth, and he oouid not think of inikking his mother's 
"little lcs»" by paniuing his Theological Course, In 
1767 consequently, Bluiost iramediutel}' on the death of 
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his father he 'gave up all thoughts of the ministry.'^ 
It was only in deference to his father's wishes that he 
had stifled his own disinclinations : and it was therefore 
merely to finish his " education and mantinnance ** that 
he returned to College in Session 1767-68. Very possibly 
the dramatic attempts which we have had occasion to 
notice, were surrounded with all those '' golden dreams," 
which at the very same juncture were burdening the eye 
of the '^ wondrous boy'* Ohatterton. It must have been 
sorrowfully, not "gladly," that Fergusson returned to 
Edinburgh : and certainly Dr. Irving's remarks are re- 
prehensible. Our poet did not seek to hide his disincli- 
nation towards studying with a view to the Church : but 
his reasons were very different from those which his 
biographer has gratuitously supposed. " It may readily 
be conceived," Dr. Irving says, " that to Fergusson the 
duties of a clergyman presented few allurements." And 
indeed, he continues with mingled levity and imperti- 
nence, " to a man of delicate sensibility, the situation of 
a parochial minister can never be supposed to open a 
very inviting prospect : he is perpetually exposed to the 
anathemas of those who, on every occasion, stand pre- 
pared to wrest the vindictive thunder from the hands of 
Omnipotence.*'^ When Fergusson closed the Session of 
1767-68 at St. Andrews, he was altogether * unfitted with 
an aim.* His prospects were unsettled and gloomy. His 
plans " never took any decided form for his settlement in 
life.'*« 

The profession of a teacher might have been resorted 
to, as it had, and has been, by many in similar circum- 
stances; but for the gin-horse, plodding duties of a 



1 Ruddiman MS. Life, ante. 

3 Inring, Life of Fergusaon, 1799, p. 10 ; 1801, p. 9. 

8 Chambers in loo. 

/3 



Bymptonis," ' ii comprint, it is recordi'd, wmoiwoBa 
Uuia mado in :i likt- uaee, aod one with w)iich the writer 
tcvh it iiiit ilillii:uU to sympathise. 

APtLT 6oiiiL> titiio spent in. vain hupe that Gome opening 
would present itselfi he paid a visit to his relatives in 
Alierdtienshire, with wborii, during a previous vacation, 
he h.id spont stiveral weeks. 

1 shall give the narrative from Dr. Irving, as I am 
once moru calk-d upon to point out errors of faot and 
inference in lii? statements, " He had a maternal uncle 
living nMir Al>erdeen, a Mr. John Forbes, who waa in 
pretty affluent circumstances. To him FergUBBon paid 
a visit, in hopes uf procuring some suitable employment 
through his iniluence. Mr. ForWs at lirat treated him 
with civiUty ; but, instead of exerting himself to pro- 
mote his interests, suffered him to remain six months in 
his huusi?, and afterwards dismissed him ia a manner 
which refleetB very little honour on his mijuiiiry. His 
clothes wiTO beginning to asauiuB a thre^id-biirc appear- 
ance ; and on this account, he was deemed an improper 
guest for bis uncle's house. Filled with indignation at 
the unworthy treatment which he had received, he retired 
to a little snlitarv inn that stood at a small distance ; and 
having pruciiriii pen, iuk, and paper, wrote a letter to 
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his unfeeling relation, couched in terms of manly resent- 
ment. After hia departure, Mr. Forbes seems to have 
relented ; he despatched a messenger to him with a 
few shillings^ to bear his expenses on the road. This 
paltry present, the lowness of his funds compelled him 
to accept. He set out for Edinburgh on foot, and with 
much difficulty reached his mother's house. The fatigues 
of the journey, added to the depression of his mind, pro- 
duced such an effect upon his delicate constitution, that 
for several days he was afflicted with a severe illness. 
When he began to recover strength he endeavoured to 
console his grief by composing a poem on the decay of 
friendship, and another against repining at fortune.'*^ 

This narrative has been repeated by every subsequent 
biographer, varied only, as the writer was phlegmatic or 
sanguine, in the extent and ardour of vituperation against 
the so-called ''unnatural uncle." ^ Here, at least, our 
biographical Herods and Pilates have united in sympathy 
towards the poet. I shall not, it is believed, be thought 
to have any wish to withdraw anything fiivourable to 
Fergusson ; nor shall I be suspected of even the most dis- 
tant desire to vindicate the uncle at the expense of the 
nej^ew. 

It is with becoming confidence, therefore, that I pro- 
ceed to correct and explain Dr. Irving*s, to say the least, 
unwary and precipitate charges against a gentleman " who 
was then in his grave/' ^ and whom, confessedly, he only 
knew as '' a Mr. John Forbes.'' The whole statement is 
an extravagant rendering of a very trifling incident. 
Dr. Irving unluckily, I here publicly state, could not 



1 IrWng, Life. 17!)9, pp. 11, 12 ; 1801, pp. 10, 11. 

2 I should except Mr. Chambers, who inserts the incident, but not 
wiOioat a caveat. I transfer Mr.' Chambers's obsenrations to the Appen- 
dix F, with one or two intercalary corrections. 

Z See Appendix 6. 
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Esq., of Meldrom, his nearest employer, to meet his Lord- 
ship ; and on the day appointed, he instructed Fergusson 
to dress himself, and to be in waiting to come into the 
dining-room, along with his own sons, one of whom was 
the fiither of the present Mr. Forbes, and my narrator, 
when he should send for them after dinner, as he was 
very desirous to introduce his nephew to his guests, who 
might, from their high station and influence, materially 
forward his future prospects. Fergusson timeously ap- 
peared in his ''best suit;" but finding the intervening 
hours hang heavily on his hands, he proceeded to the 
Wood of Lichnot at about a quarter of a mile's distance, 
and there consumed the time in climbing trees and 
swinging on the branches. He returned in the nick of 
time to answer the summons to the dining-room, but 
without having had leisure either to brush the ' green* 
and soil from his clothes, or to get some unseemly 
'rents' repaired. Seeing him appear in such a sorry 
plight, Mr. Forbes was greatly irritated, and froid his 
disreputable appearance, to a certain extent lost his 
'temper,' and sharply ordered Fergusson out of the 
room. On the party rising from table some hours after- 
wards, it was found that the poet had disappeared. On 
inquiry being made, a servant remembered seeing him, 
' with a bundle under his arm,' on the road which led to 
Aberdeen. His uncle at once surmising, from his pecu- 
liarly sensitive nature, that he had " left," despatched a 
messenger on horseback after him, to ' entreat his return ; ' 
or, at all events, his acceptance of the means to carry 
him comfortably to Edinburgh, which he sent with the 
servant. The messenger overtook him, a dozen of miles 
or so, on his journey; but he peremptorily declined 
coming back ; nor would he accept the proffered supplies. 
Such is the source of the painfully exaggerated and 
authorityless statement of Dr. Irving ; on the one hand. 



Ti[i^ [iiiiiiLS I'll tlio ' Dt'cay of Friendship.' aad ' Agiiinat 
ri'piiiir]^ at I'lrruine,' lire stated tu have beeu uouiposud 
" wIiL'u liiT lie^im to- recover strength, aa a couswJution 
Tur Ilia grief,'' ' This aaaiArtion fully austaina Dr, Irving'a 
uwii uliargE Bgiiiiiat himself, ill " procipitaiice aud ignor- 
iiiiiH;,"- 'I'hii iiiipliflttbility of the titles h the only autho- 
rity fur tlie atatemeul. FtrgmiBoti'a visit to Aberdeea- 
tliiru Mas uUidc in I7iid, when ha wua enteriag on bis 
riiiitttwilli ytar : but,aBDr.IrviugouglittohavBknQWQ, 
tliL' ' l)ue;iy iil' Kri«HdBhip' did not appear until Si-'ptum- 
liur 177i ; and tliu Unca ' Against repining at Furtutm,' 
nut Until ^4tli September of the snmt* year, 

liLwiies, in neithet of these jiotms is there auything 
ivliich t-an bi> referred to thu conduct ofiiia unole, which 
Huiilii, liuulitlesfl, have buen the case, had they benu 
L'Diii posed ill tlui first warmth of his roseahutnt. I reftr 
my rvader^ In liinsi^ two puems,^ and may Inform them, 
1)iat iiisteiul 111 iieing housed "in grand halls, with all the 
glories uf IIk' pi.iii:i! hung,"' Mr. Forbes was, at the period 
uf tl><^ poet's vi^it, "during tlie erection, which wua then 
in progress, iif hid future ptrrniaDcnC residence of For- 
i-esterbill, t^'iiipurarily located in u faciu-houaa uf one 
tturey [lliit| and surruuudid with no appliances wliich 
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could have euggfiated, even to a poetic fancy the imaginary 
pictuTM of wealth and luxury depicted in the lines c 
the 'Decay of Friendflhip. But perhaps the most aatii 
factory evidence jet remains to be told. As a proof that 
the mother of the poet entertained Ho ill feeling against 
her brother for the apocryphal] ungenerous treatment 
of her soti, it may be mentioned, that after liis death, she 
was accustomed to visit the north, when she invariable' 
reeided with her brother at Forresterhill. 

MoreoTer, it is proper to bear in mind, the friendly 
' correspondence between Mr. Porbea and the father of 
our poet, which is eahibited in the preceding portion 
the present memoir 

Mr. Forbaa of Oldmeldrura haa supplied me wiin 
an anecdote of Ferguason, while at Roond Lichnot, on 
the authority of hid grandfather. He was acouatomed 
to assemble the aervanta who had been detained from 
pablic worship on the Sabl>athg and taking his stand 
at the mouth of the pent-atacit, he would address them 
for more than an hour at a time, in language ao eloquent j 
and fervid, that Mr. Forbes distinctly romembered to 
have often seen them bathed in tears. 

1 ConuDapicAtBd Dj Hr. Porbti, Writer, Qldmeldrum, 



1 nl In ■[— Sjinpn — C(raviy»fi» — Cape Club — AnocdotB^ I 
Vul I SulrtHiption— Particdiirf. I 

tEH iL':S V hiving thus a.bruptly forGcIused his expecta- 
tiuna frorj Mr Forbes, found himself uace more in the 
capital \>Jth his Vfidowed' mother, the poorest of the 
poor IIl uji now ndv3J>ciiig to manhood, aud it be- 
came stLr ilj and jmpfiratively necessary that he shoiild 
ipply hirjib If to some profeseioa by which he might 
ejimaniNii J liate subsistcDue. He was recommended to | 
Mr t-li irl B ilieroromby, than Commissary-ck'rk, who I 
took liitii int )ua office qe an extracting clerk, for which | 
his dL^tinty \ai skill in penmiLnship guiSciciitly quali- ' 
lied hitn Thi3 Bitnation was misera'ily inferior to his ' 
t-iktits 10 1 n(,quirementB, but his straitened circum- 
atancLa^hia utter want — compelled him to aooept it. 
With the ixception of a few uioutha devoted to similar 
dutitsnt the sheriff clerk's office, where he onlj remained 
two or thr l monthB, fr<jnn the painful nature of the 
^herilf s duti s afi an enforcer of executions, he ?pent in 
this lowly in u.hinc-like employment, the remainder of 
his too, Coo brief and ill-fated life. 

nia lirst service was to write out the register of the 
Couiiiiissary-olerk, for which he received only a trifle pur 
pugi.'.' Sir. Abereromby, too, occaaionally employed him 
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privately ; and he was accustomed to write letters, copy 
out law papers, &;c,, &c, to any who might make appli- 
cation. 

The following extracts from memoranda which the 
poet has entered in the blank leaves of the original MS. 
of the ' Book of Bates/ by his father, sufficiently indicate 
the nature of his employments, and his pitiably meagre 
recompense. 

He entitles these ' Memoranda.* 



I. Record. 

Decreet of divorce, Fine g. Backie, 80, 
Decreet adherence, Galloway g. Laidlas, 24, 
Decreet divorce, R*. Keil g. White, 12, 
Diyorce, Faterson g. Ramsay, 9, 
Diyoroe, Chalmers against Marr, 50, 

EdinbuTjgh, October 11th, 1770, 

Decreet, divorce, Thomson g. Lawrie, 22, 



£0 


3 Ih 





2 6 





1 3 





lli 





5 2i 



£0 13 





2 


n 


£0 15 


n 



IL Cash Account. 

For writing depositions. 
Fordo., .... 
For registering protests, 
For writing an infeftement. 
For an eik. 

For writing answer to the petition, James 
Sim, 



£0 2 

10 

6i^ 

2 6 

10 

6 



Edinburgh, 11th October 1770 £0 7 6J 



For a testament, nmqi. Daniel M'Don., 
For a testament, umq^. Adam Edmond, 



9 
16 



^^P~ £1 13 !li 


1 


IV. 


Flip wrliiny Rtodie'a inveiitury, 1=. 




Vi ir .1 tlli'i'l i>f stHiTip paper, Is. in [inrt. 












Ti'Slnintiii Et'iiiHUieiltiir. iimi]}. Adam Edmontl, 10, !'<'. 




TcatHm^iit -Uiiive, mnn'. Duniel M'Donnlii, 0, I'd. 




Tesumun: a^iivc, u>ui|l. Liliaa Weir, 5, Pa. 




TBiWrnrm ,Luiv^, umql, Alexuader Veitch. 16s. pa. 




vr. 




Ttstiinitiii ilativa, atnij'. Eupliemia Dalrvnii|>l.:. 




Tes^ -Uuivf, MBrgM. Uonriin. 14. 




Tts'. ilmivLS Captain Waulkcr, G. 




Test, diirivv, .lohQ Momui, 27. 




Tes.', .p..,.,„L.„rar. ARneE Brash, 12, 




Tps'. Ifstiimrntur, Sfcirying. 13. 




IW. U'-'. MliH™ Hogg. 10. 




Tes". Jalivi'. JaniES Caiinea— 




Interspersed are holograph Qurmim 'Capitals,' and 




othur Drnnmcctal iettera, appareDtly designed for use in 




those ' TestiiTiient datives," drc, &c. 


! 
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It has been stated,^ that Fergusson " attempted the 
study of the law, a study pronounced the most improper 
for him, and in which he made little or no progress/* 
The reason assigned is, " a genius so lively could not 8ub> 
mit to the drudgery of that dry and sedentary profes- 
sion.'* ^ Dr. Irving, and the writer in the Encyclopaedia 
follow up these early observations by learned 'refer- 
ences,' pro and con. They might have been spared. His 
only study of law was the * copying of law-papers for 
bread;' and as to the remark of the first editor of his 
poems, echoed by subsequent biographers, it is a false 
and unfeeling supposition to imagine that Fergusson, 
who could bend himself to the drudgery which the preced- 
ing extracts indicate, could not have mustered resolution 
enough to submit to the mental labour of studying any 
science which would have conducted him to an honour- 
able independence.^ 

I cannot find terms sufliciently strong to reprobate 
the " pointing of a moral," in an early edition of the 
Encyclopsedia Britannica, which says,* ^' Mr. Fergusson, 
with many estimable qualities, was so utterly destitute 
of mental vigour, that, rather than submit to what his 
friends call drudgery, he seemed to have looked with a 
wistful eye to some sinecure place.*' 

** Seemed ! " I wish I knew the name of the writer of 
this sentence, that I might brand him as a pitiless scrib- 
bler. " Not submit to drudgery ! " Why, the study of 
the law, had it even been as dry as the withered heart 
that could dictate such a calumny, would have been 
absolutely a daily delight of the highest kind, compared 
to the monotonous duties of perpetual transcription.^ 



I ' 



1 Ruddinutn, Memoir prefixed to Part ii. of Poems, 1779, seq. 

8 lirea of Scottiah Poets, Fergusson, in loc. Vol. ii., p. f>5. 

4 8d edition, in loc 

5 See Chambers's Life of Fergusson, in loc 



ii:aiVL>liiU»:UL'l.«forehiiii- \ 

Tliu roiir iif l\v uiouiitiiiii- torrent may comu lioarsely 
doM n ;,Q tliu sturni-wind as cf old Trom his eerie-orag ; I 
and tbu dilnti'i! eye, and the raised, half-cut wing, and 
the gripint; talon, aud tho timllitig breast dabbling the 
linrs with Muud, tuU of the BUnward iiiftinct. 

lim thiirt— liidhim 'llj.' Oh ! theniooitery. Fergus- | 
Biin wn.a clad to cummeiice copying Liw paperB for his I 
daily bread ; and truly, oliaervt^B one of his liiographera, 
I "like others, whom accident has thrown into a course of 
life contriiry to tiiuir incliuation, was prevented by the 
pressure ofdiiilyneceflBity, from adventuring onabetler."* 

-' .VlorLi'. ihv our he plied, the ratJdii i>ii.'li; 

f^unie friendly hand might have interposed ita aid, to ' 
I givu a happier direetion to his f t o 1: t n ne such 
w«B L'ver held forth. Let it t h f be im- 
[ puU'd to F.jrgusson as a fault, h t 1 but y Ided to a. 
I tide of evcnta wlijch hu could n t nt 1 

Suun after his return from Al d n h and when 
hi' was just fommenuing his c pj t ^ "^fa ) he had 
" formed au aciiuaintanoe with several playtrs and musi- 



J 
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cians ;** and their society naturally made him kick the 
more against that uncongenial employment, which de- 
manded unceasing attendance for the very barest sub- 
sistence. 

The early fruit of this intercourse appeared in a life- 
long friendship with Mr. Woods, the favourite actor of 
the Edinburgh boards : and in three Songs which he sup- 
plied in 1769 toTenducci for the opera of ' Artaxerzes,' 
which was in that year produced with many attractions 
in the Theatre Royal of Edinburgh. 

These three Songs, which were set to three favourite 
Scots airs, in singing which Tenducci excelled, I have 
preserved among his English poems, as the earliest pub- 
lished productions of his Muse. 

Fergusson continued chained to the oar up to 1771. 
The preceding extracts firom his note-book have revealed 
the nature of his piteous employment to nearly the close 
of 1770. 

Mr. Abercromby, his employer in the Commissary 
Office, was a worthy, precise, leal-hearted, fidgetty, fret- 
ful, per-nickety old gentleman: remarkable for hard- 
working assiduity in his profession : loveable for his pa- 
tient, father-like ''challenges and advices,"^ which he 
gave the mercurial poet : and to be remembered in that 
he was not a-wanting " in the evil day."^ 

The life of Fergusson had apparently reached its nadir- 



1 Ruddiman MS. Life. 

2 The father of Mr. Abercromby was Episcopal clergyman at Tarland, 
Aberdeenshire, to which place both the father and mother of our poet 
belonged : and it was fh>m thjs circimistance that Mr. Abercromby re- 
ceived Fergusson so readily into the Office of the Gommissary.Glerk, in 
which he was Depute-Glerk. Besides this situation, Mr. Abercromby 
practised as a W. S., in partnership with a Mr. Eraser, and our poet was 
occasionally employed by them. Mr. Abercromby died in 1778.— Com. 
mMmeaied bjf Dr. John Taylor, Surgeon, 8 Aberoromby Plaae, Edinburgh, a 
relatire by marriage. 

^3 



occasionul liiigU|^^|^0nia to the " Weekly Magazine or 
EdicbuTgh AiuuBeffient," a popular and able periodica! 
wliiuh liad been commenced liy tho bratheri Ruddiman 
ill 17(i8.- 

Ilia lirat jiiueeB were the Pastarals, " Morning, Noon, 
aud Niglit,"'' which were published anoiiyTTjuuslj with 
thu following aotu prefixed, 

" Wu have bc'en fsTOured with three Pastorals, under 
the titles ol' Morning, Noon, and Night, Yiritten by n 
juuug gentlLuiaii of this place, the atiia of which appears 
as natunkl and pictuTesc[ue as that of uuf of the moderu 
ones iiithurtu pubUshed." 

This iujudiuiuua praiae — for although the Pastorals are 
certainly " as natural and piotureaque as that of any of 



MuaBjLiho." But this ii a inHlaka. Tlie UagaiinB only com. 
II .lul/ |-B9 ivtloo ^(rgUMon vnt in Mb eightcBnUi jour: slid ia 




LnUie-ttM, (n IM^ and with the eireiilion of no interrognum 
u jmr ill I7a-Jj, Altiiidce to ITSt. Slid itanna in aU GO vnluiDES. 

iilnuilt viiiaa of till Suf. Sec jtpiiBndbi t, 
(■«Miis.Iil,.19J-lTl. 
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the modem ones,'* yet are they but sorry affairs— led Fe»- 
gusson to pursue his English vein, and had he continued 
to do so only, he should never have been heard of beyond 
the week in which his lucubrations filled the '' Poet's 
Comer ;" but luckily for his own fame, and equally for 
Scottish minstrelsy, his Pastorals, and milk-and-water 
"Damon to his Friends," "Saturday's Expedition," 
" Fashion," " Decay of Friendship," et hoc gemia omne, 
failed to please himself. 

Dreading^ a nameless grave, down as he was on the 
very lowest ladder-step of life, and feeling indefinite 
" stirrings" within him, he turned to his " ain countrys 
leid" that he loved so well. 

They were reprinted in every magazine and newspaper 
as by the ' celebrated' Robert Fergusson. 

The grave propriety of the venerable " Scots Maga- 
zine " was disturbed. 

Ruddiman's " Weekly" was in every hand, and many 
an eager pirde surrounded readers in the Coffee-rooms. 

From every nook of * broad Scotland,' complimentary 
verses and letters were received by the publisher."^ 

In town and hamlet, in the tea-party, and round the 
country * ingle,' by youth and * hoary eild' were the 
poems welcomed. 



1 Miss Ruddiman remembered that nothing so vexed Fergusson 
as the 'reading of these letters' (which Mr. Ruddiman frequently 
did), when any strangers were present. He would try to snatch them 
from the reader, and crumpling them up throw them into the fire, with 
some such expression as the following, " These flatterers have never read 
Allan's Poems," " 1 do not reckon this praise, it is folly." Miss Ruddi- 
man vividly recalled another anecdote on a like occasion. Mr. Ruddi- 
man had received various commendatory letters, and on the poet's call- 
ing said, Robert, I've got a great many flattering letters about your 
poems. ''Flattering!" he replied: and walked away. He was always 
nneasy and restless when his own productions were being praised : but 
would listen for hours to the ' praises' of others. Ross was a great fa- 
vourite of his, and he used to sing his " Rock, and the wee pickle tow," 
in evening-parties with great delight 



il aiu' been uwther wnt or weary, 
h:icl Mime UawieJ Momru' deary 
"ii'd il' uiirmirth Co blirtin bieeiy 
Wi- luuEit. right «oi,r. 
liiiLij- tiJea woiilJ miike ua cliBaty 



'['o 5ie :i piioh thro' iik« toun, 

That Ihe pnslhoy (■ou'il nciwtliar soun' 

Nur bluw Ilia horn, 
iiui In L.|.. q' font ivad him surroun' 

Be't .til i>r mom. 



Ilaiiie \iail ihej i;nii(!, like line dcspamii. 
In Bad ilislrcsB. 

Hui ,;i,r 1.C miss our nin hrnic] measure 



And Ilia Benvklt friend 'J. 8.' only espiessed tht jirt- 
\iiiling si'ntiiiient in the follovring staniis: 
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Is Allan risen frae the deid, 
Wha aft has tun'd the aiten reed, 
And hj the muses was decreed 

To grace the thistle ? 
Na; Fergasson^s come in his stead 

To blaw the whistle. 

From Glasgow a little poem, the '* Muses Ohoice," ^ pro- 
claimed him the elected successor of Bamsaj and the 
" Laureat of the Capital." 

All this too in 1772, when he had but begun " to imp 
his wing" for greater flights, — ^for the " Farmer's Ingle," 
" Leith Races," " Odes to the Bee and Gowdspink" were 
then unwritten. 

It was during the leisure, observes Campbell, " which 
those in any way connected with the law ei\joy, in a de- 
gree beyond any other, that he became celebrated as a 
poet. 

'* He could now rank among his friends, the first char- 
acters of his time, in the metropolis of Scotland. His 
heart was open and sincere ; he was modest, but not re- 
served ; good natured, but not to excess ; full of vivacity, 
and vigour of intellect, and in short, he was the most 
joyous and covetable companion Sociality had to 
boast." =* 

Nor were his friendships limited to the capital. Vari- 
ous of his poems are dated from ' Broomhouse,' * North 
Belton,' and * Balledmund' respectively, the residences of 
landed proprietors, admirers of the youthful poet. 

Every summer he was accustomed to spend a few 
weeks with Collector Lorimer of Dunbar : and it was on 
one of these occasions that he accompanied a party of 
ladies and gentlemen from that place, on a *^ Voyage to 



1 Weekly Magaz., Vol. xviL pp. 837-8, Sept 10th, 1772. 

2 Campbell, in loc. Ferg. HisL of Scot. Poetry, p. 292. 



I ima of Lis manas^KSP'^ne^^Wr^l^ia^- oTfi^ ' 
I iLiiuudutul puuvrs, his geutlu and kindl; dispositions, 
uuiiibinei! witli liis ubilitius as a. poet, luaiie him the cy- 
j riusurL- uf iivury circle: and alaa! Ms ciromuBtancBB too 
iicud )iiiu into Eouintj whtrc not frieiidBhip 
ity. a "flliue of his ouiiEtitution" for the 
■.r I-. vi'iry. uot regard tu hie interests from 
!■ -iv wliat he had to expect and give. 
: n ilh a gentle hand, to touch on the 
-■i..L-.-i-iiiLiiiig3uf Genius: but however mnoh 
: tu my own feelingBj I must state tliat Fer- 
it this period, plunged into a course of dissi- 
[Uitioii, hostile to uU atca^iiiess of purpose, and culcukted, 
artiliciaUj^ to increase the diSicultj of eniuncipating 
hiiijsiilf from tlic low condition of life in which he was 
pla<:ed.^ 

It was tin " Kith October, 1772," that he becnine & 
II tia' famous Cape-Club,- where he met with 



oftCLlijlll 



guaeon w 





II 



kindred minds in ' David Herd/ the well-known editor 
of ' Ancient and Modern Scots Songs and Ballads,' ' Alex- 
ander Bunciman' the painter, 'James Oummyng,' <&c. 

This club sustained a respectable and sober character : 
but the " Convivalia" in Mr. Chambers' admirable " Tra- 
ditions of Edinburgh," opens to us the crapulent habits 
of the whole society of Edinburgh at this period. Fer- 
gusson took refuge from his heart-breaking want, his 
unending drudgery, as '' a stricken deer singled out from 
the herd," in the excitement and revelry of such scenes. 

His ' cheek,' said Miss Rnddiman, I have often heard 
my brother say, would 'redden' through its paleness if 
but a hint of such 'meetings' was thrown out: and 
once on being reproved, he said, with the tears bursting 
from between his fingers as he held them over his face, 
" Oh ! Sir, anything to forget my poor mother and these 
aching fingers." 

Thus passed the life of Fergusson, " shadows dark and 
sunlight sheen," the unrelieved drudgery of a machine 
during the day, the transient relief and mirth of festive 
gatherings at night, the 'club' and the theatre, alter- 
nated with Luckie Middlemass's^ and the ' Cape Club,'^ 

To the Sovereign and Knights Companions of the Cape. 

The Petition of Roht Fergas[8]on, Writer in Edinbr. 

Humbly prays 

That he may have the honour of being admitted a Member of 
their Society. 

[Sigpaed] R. Febodsson. 

Recommended by 

David Herd, Daf. 
James Cnmmyng, Ditto. 

Presented on Saturday the 8d of October,) ...n 
Night of Balloting the 10th inst i 

Speak, ^8^. 

His title was, in accordance with the laws of the Club, " Sir Precen- 
tioae" probably from his tine voice. See Appendix J. 
1 See ' Caller Oysters,' p. 17, Note ; and Appendix K. 
3 See Appendix L. 



w 



itt iiipt it I third time. He had not however pro- 
Lii^dcil ImII n »hoD he exclaimed " that a thought bad 
juHt BlruLk i I n! lah he would iiistuntly put into vuree, 
and tukL to Kiiddimaa's Maguzine {ou the eve of publi- 
Qttiuti) 1 ut tl lit ht. would return iiiiinediatelj and com- 
plete the e\tract He scribbled out the ' Lines on 
Thomas LanLSshire, the Grave-digger in Hiualet:'' and 
havti ^ diil> dtlivered them waa returning towards the 
HiLC 1 ut L^lltd, in his way, at thu shop of his (Hend 
•^ mmcrs pant tiler and glazier, in the Pariiament-cloae, 
where he I iiid the apprentice boy reading Black- 
iiioreiC] I It ilri us Epic on the 'Creation,' Thia fur- 
nished him with the point of another Epigram, which he 
inatantly •'trihl led down and left it for Mr. Sommera. 

Thise prou-lMiingB oooupied him about twenty minuteSj 
and ht thtn ret imed, says Mr. Chambers, " tu his 
drudge rj 

JIanj of h » Epigraiua and lesser pieces in the Maga- 
zine suggest bimil ir effervescences of the " poetic fire," 
for lilit these of the Vicar of Wakefield's son, they are 
found 1 untd an ong essays upon liberty, eastern tales, 
cures for the bite of a mad dog, births, deaths, mar- 
nages, ic ii. * 
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In 1773 his contributions to the Magazine had been so 
numerous that he resolved to collect them into a small 
volume : and accordingly in that year * Poems by R. 
Fergusson, published by W. and T. Buddiman/ were 
given to an admiring public. 

Mr. Chambers says in reference to this, '' it does not 
appear that the poet reaped any pecuniary benefit from 
the publication. It is probable, indeed, that this ad- 
mired son of genius never realised a single shilling by his 
writings."^ 

No one, I am sure, will be more delighted than Mr. 
Chambers to learn that this supposition is erroneous. 

Miss Ruddiman informed me in 1847, that for his con- 
tributions the poet received not large, but regular pay- 
ment, and two suits of clothes, an every-day and Sabbath 
suit every year: and from one of the interesting MS. 
Sketches of his Life by Mr. Ruddiman, I find that his 
volume of 1773 was published by a subscription obtained 
in 1772,^ and that he sold upwards of five hundred 
copies, many of them at an advanced price. ^ He had a 
balance remaining of at least £50 : a sum which was to 
him a little fortune. I ask my readers to turn to his 
poem of "Damon to his Friends,"* where they will read 
of his sense of " prosperity," and of the generous manner 
in which his subscription-Ust had been filled up. 

Attend, ye kind yonth of the plain ! 

Who oft with my sorrow condoled: 
You cannot be deaf to my strain, 

Since Damon is master of gold : 

O come, ye dear friends of his youth ! 

Of all hU good fortune partake: 
Nor think 'tis departing from truth 

To say 'twas preserved for your sake. 

1 Life, Note ft. 2 Ruddiman. MS. Sketch of Life. 

3 loid. ^^oems, p. 302. 

h 



-i 



Like Riiiiisay iind Bunu, oui poet availed liimself of tlie 
prtfixeii tiy-li'avpB to inscribe CDioiilimentaTj verBes in 
prespntiition iind particular copies, of hia little volume. 

It contained uiily nino poeiua in the Scottish dialect, 
to wit, (1) Sandie and Willie, an Eclogue. (2) Oeordio 
and Diivie, an Eclogue to the Jlemory of Dr. Wilkia 
(3) Ek'gy on thu death of Mr. David Gregory. (4) Tha 
Daft Days. (5) The King's Birth-Day in Edinburgh. 
(6) (JiiUer Oysters. (7) Braid Claitb. (8) Elegy on the 
Death uf Paot3 MuaiO; and (0) Itnllowfair. 

Although tlitae poema are distinguished by a power of 
huiuoroua deaoriptiolij and neryous Beusu, they are by no 
iricans Che best of hia productions; but the ' whistle' of 
the 'Gentle Shepherd' with itB"pleasan' einm'" bad long 
bwn nmte: and the Scottish heart yearned for some- 
thing in its own mother-tongue, something higher than 
' Helenore,' something mori; kameil than 'The Minstrel," 
welcome as had been, these strains from the " aorth coua- 
trie." To many a lowly reader therefore the little vol- 
ume of 1773 was beyond all price ; not only in itself, but 
as an earnest of what shciild yet come. 

Andrew Gray wrote Fergusaon from Perth in 1773, 

Ir'c've English plain 

And LatiD too, but ye do si 
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Tour lines, to fock that's ont about 

'Mang hills and braes, 

Thvi is the thing that gars me shout 

Sae loud your praise.l 

And in the year previous, J. S. from Berwick had said, 

I ne'er appeared before in print, 
But for jdnr sake wou'd fain be in't, 
E'en that I might my wishes hint 

That you'd write mair, 
For sure your head-piece is a mint 

Whar wit's nae rare.2 

The wishes of J. S. were certainly with affluence re- 
sponded to. 

The volume of 1772-3 had hardly issued from the 
press — ^had hardly reached the " winnock boles** by the 
country firesides — when with unstinted fecundity, and 
increasing felicity, and weight of the nascituTy non 
JU, appeared 'Address to the Tron Kirk BeU; Caller 
Water ; Plainstanes and Causey ; The Rising and Sitting 
of the Session ; Odes to the Bee and Gowdspink ; The 
Farmer's Ingle;' and other pieces that have won for 
him *' a far-ben comer in ilk Scottish heart ; " and it must 
be remembered, too, that those in the Scottish dialect 
were alternated with his numerous English pieces, in 
which scintillations of the same lode may be discerned 
by a * tenty ' reader. 

Moreover, his nationalism— his awor^^ritp— was mani- 
fested in his spirited repellance of Dr. Johnson's jaun- 
diced prejudices against Scotland. 

Telumque imbelle sine ictu 



Conjecit, 
exclaims Dr. Irving, quoting Virgil ; still, beyond ques- 

1 Poems, p. 72. 2 Ibid., p. 21. 



,pf the pool, a,rM,u|>iw*adWff3SSMfi^«aflW ifail' «WB- 


^ 


ing. Jliss Ku.|.iLFii;m remKm1>ered 'aitting on his knee;' 




hut nl.vii 111- ;iii li.iio^ Tuae up and chutrud, the actor, 




!.«l;-,_ 1 ■.>., !- iIl- hnx whtTt: FtTgusson ivas seiited, 




h ■ 1 1 : 1 l.i' liiit'l;. Hu «;is Eingularly uiiol)- 




III. 1. 1 ii'ir Iviii- the Ihiiught ul' courting 




;i;>l.:iiii^L'. M L V, .!.-,ii h:\d unnounuud him the authur of 




iht' ipihiyiii.' « itiuiut his CO 'SBnt. ' 




Cunueniiii^' l.i^ viEits to thu ' tlieatrt," to which hu wna 




itt all tiiiK'K ';i.liiiittrd frL-e, from his frietidahip with Mr. 




Wuiilci, 1 lliul ihiLt " he ttlways sat in thu uentre hos, de- 




nominiiti'd th- ;Siuiktiieijre bos j and his mode of express- 




ing apprulp:itiiin in L-oinic performances was somewhat 




sinirnliir. lii-.U':id of tlapping Me ha.ndB, or using any 




TM.-::iiii;itiiih.-, Ui: usi:J tu ahuw haw much he ivaa i!e- 




]i-li(L"l hv nuisiii- hie right hand ultndied above his head, 




sLhd !>iii>|riiig it liown emphatically on the front of the 




Lux, with ;ii s««-|iing blow."* 








dramatic critic, mid in a cliih of young men, hke himself. 








touk great delight."" The late Dr. Anderaon, editor of 




it:;::™,„„<: o„„..„,.^. .„..„, 
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die well known editioa of the Poets, used freqnently to 

Bccompan; him, along with other students attending the 

Univeraitj, to the theatre.' 

] Thus passed his dajs; luid it is mournful to think 

i that flne so giftud, — so right hearted, — ao loveable, — bo 

' modest, should have been robbed thus drearily of all 

those bright hopes which had ahed their radiance over 

his earlier years. 

" There were 
Who formed hi^ hopes, and flattering ones, orihee, -. 
Tonng Robert! For thine eve wiw quick to speak 
Each opeoing reeling; slionld they nol have knovfn 
If the rich rainbow on the morning cloud 
Beflects ita radiant dyes, [he busbaadman 
. Beholds the ominoos glory, and foresees 

Impending stomu." 

He oontjnued to toil pitiably in the Commissary office, 
I relieved only, if it was rehef, by intercourse with his 
j assooatee in the evening. 

i " His life was cold, and dark, and dreary, 

' It raineil, and the wind was never weary, 

I His ihonghts still clang to the mooldering past, 

Bat tAtiapa of gouth fill tliickia Che blast, 
j And the days were dark and dreary." 

It was probably when such refiectiona passed through 
his mind, shadow-lilte acrosB the moted sunlight of his 
I revelling, that he wrote thu Elegy on the DuoayofFriend- 
I ship, which we have shown haa l>eeii errantly ascribed to 
a much earlier period, lie therein lamentK tlie over- 
clouding of his prospects and consentaneously aban- 
doned the town, and took lodgings at Restalrig. But the 
. necessity that was laid upon him to retnm to his post 
for bread, compelled Mm to return, 

< 1 CunpbM, Uh, p. 198. 
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flush, aa he 


thinks of his " !uw cstute'' being relitTei' 


^ 






1 Ihc bead roll of his country's [nifts. 
[|iw-. Iiy Fiincy wiUK'd. the mtiite 
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-..-i.iiii'fiiMilytiielocrHp 
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(v'lrl WiNecnn nti'er ihijkkV. 






His broth 


r Heory had been, from 1768, " at aea," and 






during tlK> 


utTvening years, his mother and the poet 






roueivt'd fn 


lii.iLt letters.' Kiibert, too, finding that 






every wlit'i-L' 


11 Si?uttish ground, thu ' ayron pleasure' still 






wnylnid }iiii 


, tliought of trying hie fortune " at sea-" 






Ilia Qonatitu 


.loll, however, was singularly ill-adapted for 






such, liuistur 


JUS sturdy serviae ; arid this, ooaibiued with 






hJB mother' B 


tunrs, made him giro up his inttmtion. 






lie rGEUII 


ed his place at the ' w>pying deak,' and hia 






'Bi.>at,' anion 


i the " thougbtlesa and the gay," fascinating 




tlw.1 liy his 


converBation and excellent voice, but eating 






every day a, 


litterer and scantier meal. 






Unifonii t 


■■.uiiii.ui, saya Mr, Chambers, and every other 






testimony, 


^L■liln.■ tu Pergusson uii "eKcellent voice," 






and a iiiust 


captivating muniier of singing the simple 






Itll-bdiL'S ..1 


lis native country. An imi'cdute has iweu 
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1 Avi"'r"ih ^ 
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preserved by SninintTs, which at once proves hw vocal 
powen, and refleota a light upun }iie iiijpulaive nature, 

" As a ' frolic,' he laid k ' wager with eonie of hia aeso- 
eiatea, that if thev would funiiBh him with a certain 
□iiTiiber of printed ballada (do matter what kind), he 
would undertake to diepoee of them, as a street aiuger 
in thecourae of two hours. The 'bet' -was accepted, and 
next eveniiij;, teiiig in the month of November, a large 
bundle of ballBda were procured for him. He wrapped 
himself in a shabby great-coat, put on an old scratch wig, 
and in this disguised form coioiuenced iiis advcuture at 
the weigh-house, head of the \V.^st Bow. In going down 
the Lawnmarket and High Street, he had the addreaa to 
collect great multitudt'B around liini, while he amused 
them with a variety of Scottish songs, bj no means such 
as ha had Ijallada for, aud gained the ' wager' by dispos- 
ing of the whole collection. He waited on his companions 

' lij eight o'clock that evening, and epent with thetn in 
'mirthful glee,' the produce of his street adventure,"' 
which was umilar to that rehited of worthy Bishop 

I Corbet, a circumstance which may blunt the edge of 
severity in respect of Fergusson. 

Another and equally innocent frolic, was as follows : — 
having procured a sailor's dress, he equipped himself in 
it, assumed also a huge stick, and sallying out, paid a 
round of visits to his acquaintances He was so effectu- 
ally disguieed that few or none uf them knew him; and 
by throwing forth bints of some of their former indis- 
orotiona, he £0 much surprised them, that they imputed 
his knowledge to divination, By this means he procured 
from many of them such a fund of informntiun, as enabled 
him to give them a greater surprise when he resumed the 
genuine character of Robby Fergusson. For in the 






sT.eHwiri^'* 



'Takt'Ti ihk' ;ib he was, in Huoh aBaochio city and age, 
iiiid sdduwti 1 1 iialmd wi til disappointment and a.nxietj' for 
bread, is ii n wnndor that, perhaps with too unreBerved 
alacrity, lie olnji-d tlie call t'l 'tiiialftJiat juice 'of which 
he hod suuf:, [ussibly frum his owu cxpericnou, 

- — WliusC iiore-eoniralling jion'ra 
I'l.ulii I'v'ry JiHHiiin maery BubUaa, 

inive jgy the leisure llDUri, 



/■/„ 



zshatfj;.!, 



lie is iin (I'ljoct of prufoundeat sympathy ta all who 
feel the- 'tV;iilly' fjf humanity. Your "honest, fair, 
wtirthy, srniare, good-looking, well-meaning, regular, tini- 
furm, slraij^ht fur ward, clock-work, clear-headod, ooe-like- 
another, saliihriouB, upright kind of people," as the author 
of Salmagundi calls thum. htivt no niatoriuls in their 
nnturt for chiirity. 



MEMOIR OF ROBERT FERGUSSON. XClll 



CHAPTER VII. 



1774. 



Awakening — Brown of Haddington — ^Anecdote — Remarks— Anecdote 
— Remorse — Seclusion — Bible— MSS. destroyed— Temporary reco- 
very — ^Accident — Insanity — Bedlam — Mother and Sister — Death — 
Grave — Bmns — Burnet — Henry Fergusson — Remarks — Personal 
appearance^Character — Campbell — Sommers — Irving — Chambers 
— Tradition. 

But the ' gold was now become dim, the most fine gold 
was changed.' The lessons which he had been taught, 
sitting by his " mother's knee," from that Bible which, 
when younger even than Samuel, he had delighted to 
pore over,^ had been, it cannot be denied, <far, far de- 
parted from ; but rune they began to re-assert their in- 
fluence. 

It is related that when, on one of his excursions to the 
country, flying from the temptations of the city, he 
was discovered by the venerated John Brown of Had- 
dington, wandering pensively and sorrowfully in the 
church-yard of that town.^ 

It appears that, suggested by the scene, Mr. Brown 
made the conversation * turn' upon the exceeding "mad- 
ness of those who, heedless of the awful account which 
is before them, waste the precious moments of life in idle 
and profitless gaiety and license."^ 

This "bow, drawn at a venture," by one who was 
ever " watchful for souls," was singularly applicable to 
Fergusson's own situation and train of feeling at the 
moment, and sunk deep into his mind. 

He returned to Edinburgh, fully resolved to enter upon 
an amended course of life. 




1 Aivtcp. ^^- 2 Campbell, Irving, Hommera, in Ice. 3 Ibid. 



.>r 177:!: hut hMBinm^^ai&i^mssf'^iwiom* 

iiij; iiiciii.iit r. inllod it forciWy to his mind. 

III! Ii!i<i, ill till' room adjoining tliat in which he alept, 
I a " stiirliiiLT,' u likii WHS an especial Ihvoiirite, having been 
^ivfii t.'i liiui III !i [in-B''tit from n particular friend in the 
,-i,u.itrj-. 

Oiii; iii-lii ;i i'!it. having found ite way down the chim- 
ui\v. luiil fii i/i'il upon tht' liird, which awoke FBrgusaoa 
i ivilli its pitL'iiiiB cricB, He rose liastily, and discoyered 
j the I'iiusi' 111' the nlarm. hut too late to save the poor 
' ' i;t;ii'liti|;,'' Tin' iHrouinstsnce gave rise to a train of re- 
llii-tiau nliii-li liatiished 'sleep' frotn his eyes fur the 
■ ri'st i>f t]u' uiiilil. The words of John Beeiiieii to he 
writli'ii lii'iuii' him in chnriu;tL'rH of lire, " I will come on 
tlii'L' as ;i tliii.'f, and thou shalt not know what hour 
1 will cuiiu' upon thee," Uow isuddcn and fatal had 
l>L'on the stroke to a " sinless and unaocouu table crea- 
ture !" And hi;— What if death shouUl come thus sud- 
dt'nlyH[i"n hiiii,towhoiu siieh an event was not oblivion, 
but the passage to a state of eternal misery or hap- 
piness >. 

Iiululging in such thoughts, rendered more imptea- 
sive by tho stillneas of the night hoar, the morning 
found him " wrought up to a pitch of 



MEMOIR OF ROBERT FERGU8S0N. XCV 

on despair." He arose, not to mingle again with the 
'^ social and the gay," but to be a recluse from society, 
devoured by reflections on " past follies/' on an aimless 
and misspent life. All bis vivacity had forsaken him ; 
the lips which never opened but to ' fascinate and de- 
light,' were now shut as by the Gorgon. 

With a peculiar, wild, accusing look, he refused all 
invitations ' out.' Religion was now his only theme* and 
the Bible, as with Collins,i his constant companion. The 
few unpublished MSS. which he had in his possession he 
committed to the flames ; and he was heard to say, ' that 
the only consolation which the recollection of his poetry 
afforded him was, that it never had been prostituted to 
the service of vice or irreligion.'^ The Rev. Dr. Erskine 
of the Greyfriars was a constant and kindly visitor.^ 

Shortly before the preceding incident, he had engaged 
in the excesses of an election in one of the eastern coun- 
ties, and he never ceased to reflect upon himself for this, 
and as he often said, * many, many other follies.^ 

At last his mind lost its ' form and pressure,' a con- 
summation he had anticipated with horror. His body, 
never very strong, and nervously sensitive, was emaciated 
and a-jar. He did obtain temporary relief, and had even 
begun to visit his friends, who, in the words of Mr. Woods, 
on this ' his second natal day,' could not express their joy, 

" To see a portion of themselves restored.**^ 

Bat one night he had the misfortune to entangle his foot 
^th a rod-knob, on the head of a staircase, and fell from 
't, striking his head violently against the lower steps.^ 

1- Johnson's Life of Collins, in loc. 
3 Campbell, Irving, Soininers, in loc. 
^ Wilson. 4 Miss Ruddiman. 

S Lines addressed to Mr. R. Fergosson, on his recovery from severe 
^^pression of spirits.— Caledonian Mercury, July 9th, 1774. 
tt Campbell, Irving, Sommers, in loc. Miss Ruddiman. 
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may' and other £Eivourite Scottish melodies, such as be- 
fore he had never reached. These, however, were but 
ludd intervals ; 

* Moonlight on a troubled sea 
Brightening the storm it cannot calm/ 

He was confined upwards of two months in the asylum. 

Alexander Campbell has preserved the particulars of 
the last interview that his mother and sister had with 
him. 

The evening was chilly and damp. His feet felt very 
cold. He asked his mother to gather up the bed-clothes 
and sit upon them. She did so. He looked wistfully at 
his mother, and said, * Oh ! mother, this is kind indeed : ' 
but again he complained that his feet were ' cold, cold.' 
When they prepared to leave he entreated them to re- 
main. * do not go, mother, yet, — do not leave me.' ^ 
It was the time however for * shutting up.' They parted. 
And in the silence of that night, and alone, he died. 

This event occurred on I6th October 1774, when he had 
only shortly completed his 24th year. 

How mysterious, how awful, how utterly baffling to 
the human spirit are the ways of Providence. 

Robert Fergusson removed in the hey-day of youth, 
and just when he had found a refuge in the Word, 
which alone healeth. 

Jamie Duff, a poor, maundering, wretched idiot, left 
contemporarily to dree out a weary life until 1789 ! 

Yerily ! the saddened inquirer has need of the strong 
upward lifting promise, ^ What ye know not now, ye shall 
know hereafter.' 

1 Campbell, in loc. 



JCcL.-sur. On one side of ilie humble monument 
■U-liiiiiwn Epitiph ; 



'[\j pitur her sorrowa o'er her poot's iluBt." 

The othtT side beara this iDsoription : 

■■ By spBoial grant of the Manajjers 

To lioiiKHi BtRKB, — who erBctpd this ilone,^ 

'llii-' liiiriat-pioi^c is ever Ed remain EHimid 

M the memory of 

BOBRttt FKROiraBON,' 

How fundly FergnsBon was beloved by hia friends n 
evincttd in a strikilig Bjanner, immediately after his 

One of Iiis i^arly oiSDuinteB, a member of the family of 
(it is uiidtTstuod) the Biinwts of Kiuiinaj, Imving gone 
to the Knet Iridiea, soon found himiJtIC on tlie road to 
affluentie, and remembering the less fortunate Bituatioo I 
of the Fritiid whom he adiiiiTed above all others, he sent 
a. preBEiiig invitation to Ferg\i£sou to come over to ludia: I 
and, at the same time euolofled a draught for i!100 Co 
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defray the expences of his outfit. A generous deed! 
But alas ! it came too late. — It fell '^ as a sunbeam on 
the blasted blossom.** He had breathed his last only a 
few days before. 

Let the intentions of Mr. Burnet however be remem- 
bered : and, not only so, but that his relatives in Scot- 
land ordered the amount to be retained by the mother 
of the poet. ^ 

In addition to this posthumous brightening of pros- 
pects, his mother had been enabled, by a remittance from 
her son Henry, to make some preparations for receiving 
the poor maniac back into her own house, where supe- 
rior accommodation, and the tenderness of a mother's 
and a sister's love might have been expected to produce 
some favourable result. ^ 

And thus the short, sad story of Scotland's third Scot- 
tish poet is closed. 

His life reads one lesson, that genius is too, too often a 
fatal gift : and that indeed " there is a tide in the affairs 
of men, which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
omitted, all the voyage of their life is bound in shallows, 
and in miseries." 

Of his personal appearance, Sommers has left the fol- 
lowing account. — He was about five feet, six inches high, 
and well shaped. His complexion fair, but rather pale. 
His eyes full, black, and piercing. His nose long, his lips 
thin, his teeth well set and white. His neck long, and 
well proportioned. His shoulders narrow, and his limbs 
long, but more sinewy than fleshy. His voice strong, 
clear, and melodious. Remarkably fond of old Scots 
songs, and the best singer of the * Birks of Invermay' I 
ever heard. When speaking, he was quick, forcible, and 

1 Miss Ruddiman, who vividly recalled the ' tears ' of Mrs. Ferijusson, 
when she called for advice on the matter at Mr. Ruddinian's. 

2 Irving, Campbell, Sommers, in loc. Appendix A. 
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" 111 sliort, he hu 
"llii? sprightlineM^pt innocenoe of a child, with the 
kiiowlt'ilge iif a jffdfound and judieiouB thiiiter.""' 
■' Gt'Utk'dws iun\ hiiin:iuity of dispoBitioii," Eaye Dr, Ir- 
ving, '' he pii=;iiM'd ill an eminent degree. The iinpulas 
of benovLilL-iifi.- hvijuontly led him tu Lestow hia laet fiir- 
thijigon tli'isr nln> sulicitud hia charily. Ills surviving 
relations rt'tLiiii a pleasing reKiemliriuice of hia dutitiil 
iFt'liaviour t(nv;i[-d Ilia parents; and the tender regard 
vtith whidi hi? im'inorj is still cherislied by his numer- 
oUB ucquaiiilaniie fully demonstrates hie value aa a 
I'rioud."^ It may be added, observes Sir. ChainhorB, that 
to this day, thtru prevails but oni; universal inipressiou 
in favour of h'trgusson. 

Cut oil' in the greeceBt of his days, he still lives in the 
feeling of th« wiuld, exactly wlmt he really vras in life, a, 
gentle and ynuthful heing; of whom no one could, think 
any ill, and who was the friend and firothur of every 

John viii. 7. 



APPENDIX. 

NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 

A. — Pages xxiv, Ixiv. 

Hekrt Febgusson, the brother of the poet, was a teacher of 
* fencing' and * sword exercise,' in Edinburgh; and I have 
I^en fortunate enough to pick up a copy of his class-book. It 
is entitled, ** A Dictionary, explaining the terms, guards, and 
positions, used in the art of the small sword. By Hary Fer- 
gnsson. Ah me I what perils do environ, the man who 
meddles with cold iron. — Hudibras. Printed [at Edinburgh] 
in the year mdcclxvu. Tract, pp. 23." His dedicatory 
advertisement to his pupils, and relative postscript are clever, 
and I annex them. ** Gentlemen, — ^if you expect a learned 
preface, or fulsome dedication, you will be greatly disappoint- 
ed; all I intend at present is, a short compend, explaining the 
technical terms used in the art of fencing. I think I need 
make no apology for publishing this little piece; I did it at 
your request, and for your advantage. In so doing, I not only 
obey you, but follow the example of the greatest men, and I 
hope it will be of some service to you, in learning [acquiring] 
the principles of that noble science, — the science of defence, 
which nature so strongly recommends to all her children. 
Why should I tire your patience, by dwelling upon the many 
advantages of this branch of education ? The8e are too obvious 
to be disputed. As to the disadvantages, they are few and 
necessarily attend every art or science whatever, even the 
most useful, the most agreeable. They are not, however, so 
much the natural offspring of the arts and sciences themselves, 
as the fatal etfects of ignorance and folly. But it is certainly 
no solid objection to learning, that a few fools make a bad use 
of it ; no, or else the philosopher and the divine, the lawyer and 
physician, might bid an eternal farewell to all encouragement, 
to all improvement, as well as the authors. In fine, the noble 
efforts of human wit and ingenuity are all too imperfect, not to 
be liable to the objections of the ignorant, the disingenuous, 

I 3 
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uji.ri liiiii. Hi>w tliiU I nmibtt ilie grureat of mea, bat 
i]i|><i-iiiL' li> lilm Ihe t!reiit«»t orTnanUnd, It isnetl known 

I fiiniiiT fiiiiiJennis an art, hecaiwe he was ijtnornnc of 1» 
cipli^''. th>' laxiKT rvv'iriiincniis it, becmiKe he nndersiood 
Ti; wliii-'li of iheir jmlgnu'ots shall we lielievo in this im- 

!iMl 111 111 !' l.cl •■ Iiiur ill' I em line. iiiiJ the (ihiloEopher. 

II.:: : :■ !■' i--i!"' | I iii"l pulHician. To giviiMlifr 

,:■■.- [iiiiiile, I lOiHll give them r 
I . ■ ■ ■ ■\Vli.-.i a man ii in the field 
■■ I , I; Ii III iiii; nitliiir expn»€s him to 

' I ' -' "I '■■ .T'. ■■ nt .■ill,nnii iheretore 

I ill ■:■(. .I'l.l ii'T -^^iiii! [■,iir\irnr. haf the odds 

II ■ ■ i-ii ■' lui I- ii iiiMiii-i-.iii' k-iii'ci.' ^ul■ll is the argumeDi 
III! -ii.'.i.'irjus icjpitiaii, ivhieh iiarilij ilisservea a eerioiu 
riiii<:!i. lie telia his render ot a, 'moderate fencer,' that 
I (ilIiiM luit master Of his art, a fuulinh hungler, a mere 
kliLMil. iiut wlial ia ttflt to the piirjiose? In not the 
I' oliii'Liiiiii applicable to a half-learned idiot, iu aii^ art or 
II. !■ ..Iijitt^vei? Cenainly Kii.'h u onewnuM still more ex- 
j liliii^cll if be «n^ged with an wlept. since the superior 
nk'iV'i' I if the one (in(lan);ers thu iKiitmint lolly of the other. 
I:ir, iliLK, is the taaaoiiing uf Mr. Loeka from being an 
■I [lull Iti lliu iirt ol' ftnciug, that it is a strong argameDt in 
iivriiir. Let as only uppoae roinmon sense to our ingeni- 
'aii, ind his (jnihhie immediately falls lo the 
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Hot, I shall think my labour badly bestowed. All that I 
<le8ire of you is to be above a mediocrity. A moderate fencer 
is still worse than a moderate poet." 

The various explanations of this little fencing dictionary, 
are concise and explicit ; and, doubtless, of value to all who 
stady the so-called noble art. 

Henry or Hary, dissatisfied, it appears, with the slender 
income derivable from his teaching, went to sea. The fol- 
lo-wing letter, from the Inverarity MSS., was written to his 
another, immediately after his first setting out. 

I. HENRY FERGUSSON TO MRS. FERGUSSON. 

KiBKWALL RoAD, 13^ Moy^ 1768. 
D[ea]r Mother, 

After an agreeable passage, I arrived here on 
^^ednesday last, having not been in the least sea-sick. I was 
^n shore yesterday, and had an inclination to buy some tea 
for yon, but that article is at present as dear here as in Edin- 
burgh. If we go for Shetland, shall buy some there, as they 
^11 me it is at no higher a price than 3s. p. pound. The 
*uanner of living here agrees with me very well. Yesterday 
X dined for the first time on salted pork, and made as hearty 
a meal of it as ever I did in my life. If R[obert] is at home, 
desire him to cause the St. Andrews carrier to leave any word 
^r letter, at Mrs. Currie's, on the ♦ * ♦ [torn away] 
for me, as she will forward it to Leith Road. Boats belonging 
^ the ship go ashore every day. I have received about 208. 
for foils, with which I have bought two cotton check shirts and 
^ pair of shoes which were too little for my comrade and 
exactly fitted me. We are uncertain how long our stay 
■nay be, therefore, whatever you have to say must be deferred 
till we come to Cromarty, where we will stay to take in beer, 
<ind from [that] place I shall write you. Beef sells here at 
Ud. p. pound, and 14 eggs for a penny. Shall be glad this 
tinds you free of trouble with respect to necessitous circum- 
stances, and accordingly, 

I ever am, D[ea]r Mother, 

Yours affectionately, 

Hakt Fbrgusson. 

Coropts to sister, her husband, and family, &c., 



Yini liuVE the greateBt rEnsoii of iiny molhef 

I i'luii-ii-. iijii nlicn living loguther, and. 

. .1 -' I .ii.iriuii. On ihu ISth of April, 

-iL' I '. I Hi.« Si-iieil viilh ihe fever 

■: I Miiv I M J- -sfiit 111 Hocliesler lloapilal, 
,11 .ii.^linrspJ in Ihp bcBinniiig of .lonE. AfteB" 
ril. I rolapaed nnil vvss very dangerously ill, but, 
iiiul th« ^ooii uiieniltinTe of llic Hurgeuns, I re- 
nt r>iii\ us well OS ever I wiu since Ihe momenE 
■111 >iii-ilj perceive tiy llie dale of vhia [ihatj 
V . ii:i, bat tliank tjod Ihe change is tor— 
I I'll- ship was put in rammigsion, I nam 
■.I- .o apply ID e.0 c-iil in her ns maater- 

■ :< then .111. Wiox f> very Imd [ill], bii& 

. 1.^31 nimiLh, us 1 v/ua then able to cruwL 
I ■■ il, iiiiil ihiiugh rhi're uere upwards oE^ 

■ ■ -III u'li my prjitii, hnviiin stronp recommen, 
Inmi iiU, on account at' my liuowtedjre of [he 
liiis procured ine bread here, ttlien muny Scota 
inin^. Tbe ship is to sail lo-iuorrow for tbe 
I ill Xurtli Ameciea, where, und on the posaagc, 
l.r li' r and four years from England. As we 

:inil cnplnin, the berth I enjoy is apon 

'M I'iiiive tlirin when only the lfict«r ^es. 
r I I innsi in tbe foniinodore ship, on that 
:iji iiiiiii.'nse Kuni by heinc provost -martini at 
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trials; with that chance (my paj p. annam) and fencing dues 
I shall be able (o laj up a good deal of money. 

Never [knew] I, what real motherly affection was, till I 
fell sick, having been obliged to lay out eveiy farthing I had 
for extra cordials, ftc., but these are of litde service when 
compared to the real advantages that flow from the mother's 
attendance. D[ea]r mother, the climate where we are bound 
for is 80 remarkably cold, that I was obliged to buy things 
STiitable to it from top to toe, every article being three prices 
io that part of the world, and this took up all the trifle I had. 
I assure you, I am now as careful as formerly I was lavish, 
having nothing more at heart than to contribute to the main- 
tenance of you at my return. Make my best respects to Mr. 
and Mrs. Inverarity, to Rob, Peggy, Nan Colly, old Scoroble, 
John Parker and spouse, &c., &c. 

I am, D[ea]r Mother, 

Your loving Son, 

Hy. Febousson. 

P. S. — ^Yesterday in the morning a most melancholy acci- 
dent happened on board this ship. As one of the mariners 
was playing with his piece, it went off and killed a Glasgow 
lad of the same corps, who sate directly opposite to him. The 
half of his head was shot away and his brains scattered about 
the deck in a most shocking manner: what is very remark- 
able, the principal person is from the Hulks [?] in K^J parish, 
and is called Grierson. 

Don't write until you hear again from me, as it is yet uncer- 
tain whether we go to Halifax or Boston. 

This letter, which still reflects darkling light on the fireside 
in Bell's Land, was addressed to * Mrs. Elizabeth Fergusson, 
to the care of Mr. David Inverarity, Wright, Peebles Wynd, 
Kdinburgh,* and is duly inscribed with the initials of Peter 
Williamson, the immortal [!] Traveller and Founder of the 
Penny Post*. 

The following letter, dated " Tartar, in Rapahannock River, 
Virginia, 8th of October 1773," has been partially published 
by Campbell and Dr. Irving. I give it from the MS. now be- 
fore me. It was addressed to the poet. 

1 See Note 1, p 53. 



■aapoa^ Bhj, anil I im i-oiivinced tauDOt fail 
; if llm otllL'prs appuiiiii^d for tliai duly are 

■ I -iicrL- winlar atHalifipt eier tJtperienceii 
'.!,.' liiii'buar, lliou||!li 'A miles across, whs 

■ !■ Hiikii; ihe ship's fompgoywnllt'd aboard 
I I iiiir |>rnvi;ii>ns were got atiiinrd on the 

,.ti> |>lm^ti wan 3li llee][ in thickness), nol- 
slruiig K.W. winds whioh hiow most of itie 
ve arrived at Boston we were ordered to thi» 
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:l- of clinirtl 

'enle^jil i: L i'-..im]Mnj: bui, thank God, on Iji- 

j hini.- ■.! iiji.ii iltuth, and tlic other lwt> 

I ■-' 'ii ' I . ■■! Jiiui-li iiiven [0 jwcnling it proved ai* 

IT', ii;li I BDi vury weak through that jneana— 

' I.I. as abuard heri^, ia poinc of proTJsionav 

■.\v: M'urst of thaii kinds, and neither but- 

I . :it<^ hj the pacqn^t on ivceipt, fur if yota 
ii|il")rlunify, jour letter will be too latej 
■I.I I- I 11^' j.-iii'.i-ly oiTlered home early next spring, Vr 
ly^^M s;>iiEtiii'tii>n, heing quite tired of a lile (hat my past 
is drove me id, and to which I have served tua long hd 
-HQticesldp. If every thing does not succeed to my expeu- 
ins, on my urrival in England, I am fully bent to r^iurn 
settle; in this <:uuntryj having liad llio Ihirust offti-s imft- 



ginable^ conld my discharge have been procured. In Virgi- 
nia and Maryland in particular, I could do best by acting in 
a double capacit}', by learning [teaching] the small sword, 
and the exercise of the small arms, there being no regular 
forces in either province, and the officers of the militia being 
quite ignorant themselves of that part of their duty. 

I desire it as a favour, [that] you would often examine your 
poetical pieces before you commit them to the press: this ad- 
vice I hope youll the more readily take, as most young au- 
' thors are apt to be more criticized than those who have had a 
little experience. Pope himself was one of the most careful 
in this respect, and none yet has ever surpass'd him. When 
I arrive in England, I shall give you the necessary directions 
bow to send your works, and make no doubt of selling them to 
advantage, when the ship is paid off. 

I am sorry to hear of J. Wright's death : he was a worthy 
young lad, and one I had a true regard for. 

Thick Peter I hope by this time is recovered. I should be 
glad to hear of Robertson and Addison's^ success: the latter, 
if in £dinb[urgh], I desire to be kindly remembered to. I 
should also be happy to hear how Sandie Toung and John 
Coomans do, having experienced their kindness, and been 
bappy in their company. In our passage from Boston to 
Hampton, we had a very narrow escape for [with] our lives, 
being surrounded with one of the largest water-spouts ever 
seen, which black'ned the sky for some leagues, and, had we 
not barely weathered it, would have sunk the ship and every 
soul aboard. 

Bemember me in the strongest manner to my mother, 
Peggy, [In ve] rarities. Father Parker, &c. &c. If you want to 
either succeed, or gain esteem, be very careful of what com- 



1 Campbell affords U8 the following particulars anent this individual. 
"Mr. John Addison, who is alive and aged. He is the only Scottish musi- 
cian that receives the benefit ft'om the fund for decayed musicians in Lon- 
don [1796]. He practised with much reputation in Edinburgh, in the double 
capacity of music-master, and fencing-master. He had been a pupil of 
the celebrated Dr. Pepuch [1], and is, I had almost said, the only musi- 
eal theorist in Scotland: with him I first studied the elements of musi- 
cal composition, and I found him always a communicative, intelligent, 
KeaUemanly teacher. He published many years ago, Duetts for Violins, 
but in so dry a style as to be, little relished, yet, the counterpoint is mas- 
terly and correct, the melody and modulation want varie^." 









[he Church nl' Kii^wiQB fuTOB, »0- &e., but Saving beoo iu . 
many liin]ii~li Cliurtlics (inco, tliiii those forma are merely the 
• * ' C]f Luiness, niid ilifier but verj ITllie frura one Mi- 
iJllipr: l\ih \u\i can be i-ouviuceU lif, in penisinj" a Romiih 
masa-biHik in Kngluh. 

1 am, ititti grcali<9( rtganl, 

U[en]r liiiti, j-our aftetlioiitiie B[rollit]c, 

IIaEY FtRliUBSOM. 

/^ X— IJircci: lur nil! iM board lliu Tiirtiir, Ilampton Roari, 

The brullicrlv eolicitucie, in respect, us ncll of the charac- 
ter ui of thi; liloraiy purauiis of our poet, is verj ' 
mauil'csied in tlio pretcding olf-hanij, sailor-iiku letter. 

It waa iub]n.>,.sf,l to ■' Mr. l)(ilH.-rt FurKiiaaon, lo tbe 
Mr. IValLLrKudilimiiii.jr 

Thelerli:ruf 1m i\bru 
i'orgussoii rt'i L'i\eil truin tbe jioel. Tlie next ibat reaehad hiiu 
n Hi-Ktkud ivas an intimntion of his death. The followipg 



IV. HF.NHY FERGUSSON TO MRS. FERGUSSON. 

Tahtah IK Halifax Harboub, 
m .1%, 1775. 
JJ[ea]r Motuee, 

1 received jonr latter of the 3i)ih Octo- 
ber lasl, conlaining the very disagreeable newa of my brother''' 
dcaiii, unil ncqnainling me of P^gy's being married lo on*^ 
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Mr. Alexander Duval who, you say, is in a very good way, 
but the particular branch of business he follows you forgot to 
mention. It is beyond the power of human invention to de- 
scribe how I was affected by the loss of an only brother, who 
always had my interest at heart, and with whom I was yet in 
hopes to have spent many agreeable days. But that there is 
no certainty on this side the grave is a truth that we daily 
experience, and plainly proves that to repine is weakness in 
the highest degree. I earnestly desire you'll take care of all 
"Che papers and writings as he left [a seaman's phrase] for my 
;i)erusal, for I shall be more pleas'd in being possessed of them 
<;han riches, as the former may serve to perpetuate the memory 
"%7hich the latter can never do. 

We are now actually at war with the Americans. A skir- 
^smish happened at a place ca "* "* * [torn away] on 
"•he 18th ulto. betwixt the Provincials or rebels and * * * 
(^tom away] Majesty's * * * by * * * over- 
3powered * ♦ ♦ after they had burnt two magazines 
-^ the enemies stores, [?] obliged to retreat 15 or 18 miles 
'through an incessant fire from behind the stone walls and 
breaches on the roadside. No certain account of the loss on 
neither side has as yet been published, but the rebels, it is said, 
ive sustained treble the loss of the army. Both camps are 
near that the sentries of each army can discourse together 
^m their posts, and the rebels augment daily. Several places 
liave lately been burnt by the army ; and it is expected by this, 
^<hat the town of Marblehead [?] is reduced to ashes. No fresh 
]>rovi8ions are to be had for any price in New England, and 
«n entire stop is put to all trade. We are ordered here as a 
caf^^ard over the dockyard, where we do duty for fear of the 
^isaff^ted attempting to set it on fire. Night before last, the 
l!fcw England people here set fire to a quantity of hay that 
^as to have been purchased for the use of the troops at Boston, 
'which obliges us to be more vigilant than formerly. I am 
^lad that the money you received came so opportunely; when- 
ever a remittance is made you shall not be forgot. Hy great- 
est desire is, to get home and settle for the remainder of my 
days, being, as I wrote you before, heartilv tired of this way of 
life. 

Remember me in the strongest manner to Mr. -and Mrs. 
Inverarity and family, to Mr. and Mrs. Duval, and all ac- 

k 




^« ... .1 ,11 1 , 

i\ns- J (i II J tbo cilicur cnra ofhiB piiblisliera. 

KS* Mit,)u I I )T furllier beg Ihe sdmirers of Itamsay * 

autlior of the (n. itle bhepherd of Robert Fergasson, and »' 
Rijhni Bum= to favonr him with the diites, &c., of anj early 
nil iif lliair poem?? 
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B. — ^Page xxvi. 

Mrs. Dutal. — ^Margaret, the jonnger sister of the poet, was 
a person of great worth and ability. She was particularly dis' 
tinpished for acts of unobtrusive charity within her own 
small circle, and for a deep, Hying piety. 

I have selected the subjoined specimens of her poetical talent 
from the Inverarity MSS., but have done so with an eye rather 
to their fine devotional spirit, than to their excellence other- 
wise. I doubt not that Uiey shall prove of interest. 

1. — Eybrlastino Lovb. — Jerem. xxxi. 3. 

How rich! how full! is God's eternal grace. 
How bright its lustre shines in Jesus* face. 
Who can conceive how much it overflows 
Beyond the sin of man, and all his w;oes? 
Christ Jesus left his heavenly throne above. 
To show to man the riches of his love; 
For this — ^was nailed to the shameful tree, 
That he might set the captive prisoners free; 
For this — ^his heart was piented with a spear, 
That he might loose our bands of sin and fear; 
For this — the blood and water from his side 
In streams did run to wash his dear-loved bride ; 
For this — was Christ accursed in her stead. 
To set a cro>vn of glory on her head ; 
And not in vain were all these wonders done. 
For Jesus fought, o'ercame, and victVy won ; 
Oh ! love immense — ^was ever love like this, 
Which stoop'd so low to set my soul in bliss ? 
Oh! wisdom infinite, and pow*r divine. 
And love and truth, and altogether shine 
In one bright point, to bless my ravished heart; 
Oh! sweet effect of Jesus' blood and smart; 
Here love and mercy flows and knows no bounds, 
While God's eternal grace the soul surrounds. 

2. — Couplet. 

A shadow vain in Adam I was made, 

I'm now in Christ the substance of that shade. 
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e mercy as wt a power of e Lo 1. Tha j 
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) Chrial; V 
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C— Puire sKxviil. 



II-' :ii..\ , ii-li. I :ii iliiiGraramfir School of Dal' 
1^ i:ii^i:iea .■vi"i:iiiliL-r 7, 1750, ami died October 
liiwing inscription, ivrillen hy Mr. Luke Praser. 
td in the official regi^iter of the High School 
r the Inst mentioned date;— 'Anno Domini 
I irnm^ rst Juamles Gilrhrist, annas circitEr xJv 
.iiiiiii-: :,cJecim pueiva mstitnemli manero ic* 
' 1' L'i:L, siimtna cum lauds functus est. Non 
i.i ii ;hi[i-ius morho, ted diris laliorihus victns ; 
ibii>, lilin^iia (ientibiis fnto cessit. Hunc cxcepiC 
IS, octavu kalandas Docembres, cartamine pub- 
c peractQ, jam turn nganii trigosimum iccatia 
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D. — Pages xlii, xliii. 

MiBsrns Letteb. — ^To the Principal and Masters of the 
United Colleges of St. Salvator and St. Leonards in the Uni- 
venitj of St. Andrews. 

Gentlemen, 

As there is now a vacancy in the Mortifica- 
tion of the deceased Mr. David Ferguson, sometime minister 
of the gospel at Strathmartine, of which we are a qnorum of 
the Patrons; and as we understand the bearer, Robert Fer- 
goson, son of William Ferguson, Writer in Edinb[nrgh], is a 
person duly qualified as an object of that donation ; therefore 
we hereby present him, and recommend him to your care; 
and we by this entitle him to ten pounds sterling yearly, for 
the time limited by the Mortification, commencing the first of 
November last. 

We are, with esteem. 

Gentlemen, 

Tour most obedient Servants, 

[Signed} James Gbaham, 
Jno. Barclay. 

P. S. — ^The ten pounds to be paid at two terms in the year, 
Whitsunday and Martinmas, by equal portions, commencing 
the payment of the first half at Whitsunday next, when the 
money may be drawn for, on Mr. Graham. 

Dundee, 7 Decern. 1764. 



E. — ^Page Ivii. 

The 'document' referred to in the text, was written by 
Principal Hill to the dictation of Professor Vilant, the latter 
of whom was at the time [January 29th, 1801,] unable, from 
sickness, to do more than attest the truth of the account. 

"The University of St. Andrews keep no record of the cen- 
sures inflicted upon young men during the course of their 
itudies, because they arc willing to hope, that future good bc- 
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I'l :>p|ieareutrie ni[»t active, nere expelled, 
Lv, or the liny thereafter, they were all re- 






a dTHt, FotIjbs in the matter just related. 






'"he he he ensure he merited in its full 

bounil Id aasifit his Mloiv- 

D who are enimecled with bis 

am to his patrunage, aa for us 

•16 It tu iix the limits to which 

a J pa liar cose, to be carried. It 

m y ka o c e dug ut the present iay, that 

t Un on B Cyounj] man of genius, ami ought to have 

b en p on D tome ofti wh h might huve confencil in- 

dep 06 n he Bame mc hat it left him Iciauie for the 

Eu alj n h erary n ta Tliia was, however, bj no ' 

n enn s n pa ej at e h: od to which we refer, nor, per- 

{<, nn u ura ponu daring the post's lifetime [some- I 
nhn ora ] Hep sen ed h mneU in bi) ancle's hoiise an | 
c\pisclant or r.iviiuT, hut liis expectations might not, to an; ll 
ordinnry- minded person [?]. appear very reasonable. | 

"-lie wus 11 y Idling man that liad nddiclcd himself to the pro- v- 
liilc!>3Ui^'ii|iationufriiyming; [<hGvi«tWM[)aidinlT6^wliea 1 
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had not * addicted' himself to * rhyming/ when not a scrap 
printed or known beyond the College of St. Andrews, at 
'^v'liicb, as shown, he had thrown off occasional short satirical 
'pieces,] (who could tell he was to render himself eminent by 
^t?3 hjS could not submit his mind to common business [??], 
^uad had ayersions, that did not appear to rest on very feasible 
foundations, to certain employments which were proposed 
[proposed I] to him: and when we consider to how close a 
scrntiny it is reasonable that those who solicit patronage 
sl&oald be prepared to submit, it does not seem wonderful that 
lie should have been regarded as a young man who was dis- 
posed to remain idle [?], and that his friends should have been 
discouraged from using that influence in behalf of one who 
^id. not seem willing to do what he could for himself [all this, 
'wHen the fact was known, that he had no other relative to 
apply to, when he had had no situation whatever offered to 
liim]. We know few of the circumstances that took place 
during Fergusson's residence with his uncle, and it is unjust 
to deal out reproaches so much at random." — Chambers, 
[Oertainly I but equally " unjust," when so few " of the cir- 
^^Qjnstances" were known, to "deal out reproaches so much 
&t random" against the fatherless boy.] 

G. — Page Ixvii. 

The text sufficiently removes the violent reprobation of Mr. 
Forbes in respect of his treatment of the poet: but from a mass 
^f letters and other documents that have been submitted to 
I ^*ie by his grandson, the present John Forbes, Esq., Writer, 
I Old Meldrum : and from other inquiries elsewhere, I have no 
* hesitation in saying that Mr. Forbes appears to have been, in 
I '^anj respects, a vexy amiable and excellent individual. 

He was tacksman of the farm of Forresterhill near Old 

Meldrum : and died factor on the estates of Meldrum, Udny, 

^^ce, Straloch Barra, Leterky, &c. He accompanied his 

^^nsin, Forbes of Camousie, to the battle of Culloden, against 

^e rebels: and was appointed judicial factor on his attainted 

Estate after the suppression of the Bebellion. The various 

^otters which the present Mr. Forbes has forwarded to me, 

fitim Lord Forbes, Keith Urquhart, Esq., and other employers, 

cypress the highest sense of his ** worth and integrity." Mr. 

Forbes died in 1783. I must add, that although Mr. Forbes 



: upon hiTiLiimMiumjsiiimismms -A.mm^ fi 

'om|iI>iiTiiTi|^ Had oui: ao nearly reliitcd as a Eislcr, ought J 
u buen r.'j^irded, in respctf of hersell' and her son. Ij 
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lm\e Etutcd in the tuxt thiLt Mr John Forbeti, sonof tbe 
li , I I'l r^'ll-'-ou, was likcwisE a " moocr ol' tho Nine." 
r I I ' Juhniiie Groiis,' his luii, the present 

iHi;, rnimy piei.e» on lucal subjects 
111 in the Abeidecnahire newspapers. 
I I - liiia fiii'viaiiU'd lur my perusal several 
1 iiiiii 1 L. Ill ji I iin iiy Ills lailier, rannj of which display ■ 
a link ^.iiini.iil jiuniir, and otlter&, cunaiderable ingenuiij ' 
laprit'litliER'saorfanry. 

(p ^iiijitan 10 hnve prepnred a coUoction or rallicr scleclion 
HI ]i: . ;:!■ -riliiit MSS. lor n volume. One selection he has 
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The MSa. of Mr. Forbes embracii Udcs, EltgicB, Song^, K|iL- : 
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grams, &c., &c., and the After-piece above mentioned, and a 
judicious selection might form an acceptable little volume. 

Fcrgusson inherited the * poetic fire' apparently, as well 
from the mother's, as from the father's side. 



I. — Page Ixxviii. 

Weekly Magazine. — ^The following lines to the memory 
of ^ir. Walter Ruddiman, Founder of the Magazine, appeared 
in its IXth volume, pp. 287-8. 

To the Memory of Mr. Walter Ruddiman, late Printer in 
^Edinburgh, and brother of Mr. Thomas Ruddiman, many 
>rears keeper of the Advocates' Library, well known in the 
literary world. 

Quern semper acerbura, 



ii 






Semper honoratum (sic dii voluistis), habebo. 

VlRO. 

With eVry peaceful virtue, fraught his mind. 

Of unaffected manners, social, kind ; 

To whom distress in vain could ne'er apply ; 

Whom honest labour found her best ally; 

Whose useful life attain'd each virtuous end, 

The gentlest master, father, husband, friend ! 

Just Heav'n remark'd such merit here below, 

And bade his days in easy plenty flow. 

Thus blest with ev'ry good the world holds dear. 

His life unquestion'd, and his conscience clear, 

Of eighty-two revolving winters tum'd. 

By ev'ry rank esteem'd, belov'd, and moum'd; 

Without one pang he quits this mortal dust, 

To join the perfect spirits of the just. 

Where then thy sting I O Death! untaught to spare? 

And all-devouring Grave! thy victory where? 

Accept these rhimes, thou dear departed shade. 

From one whose Muse thy kind indulgence made: 

Tis all she has to soothe her genuine woe, 

Tis all her gratitude could e'er bestow. 

might they on the wings of Fame be rais'd, 

And, like ^hy virtues, much rcvolv'd and prais'd; 



.'udntc i)f Fcrcusson appeared in tlie 
Vol, xxNi. Fully. aOlTi, 1T7G]. 
HE Weekly Magazine. 

! lot/: lii'/niious Mr. R. Fei'gusson. 

■■.■..:.,. .|.;i i„ cumpnny mth some of his 

1 1- ii/ on poetry, one uf the gen- 

I: ■ I iiiu'ciieii, oliserved, that he 

■-i!li. i|ir} in c([ualliTig, if nut excelling 
iniry ChiiiTlivnril, or any of Shenstone'a 
■1j KerRussiiii iind [he other agreed thnt 
E place, nirunipt ilie pastoral ttyle; in 
. lie should then be allowed M proceed 
lie gentleman acconlingly undertuok to 
iilif r, having proilucad his iierfotniani'e 
ili>ninn liard bcgnn M read it with great 
111 a |tii!>Mi[!i.\ iihure llio author supposeil 

!■ ■ ■■'■■■• ■!-' !■■>■■ ■ -■ts anii throwing 



K.— Page Ixxxiii. 

i*B.— Mr. CliamheT?, in his ' Life of Fcr- 
1 ConiniULiicatiun fiDiii an individual who 
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shared in these meetings, which fiimishes the following parti- 
culars respecting the extent and nature of their conyiyialitieo. 
**The entertainment almost invariably consisted of a few 
boards of raw oysters, porter, gin, and occasionally a rizzard 
[dried] haddock, which was neither more nor less than what 
formed the evening enjoyments of most of the citizens of 
Edinburgh. The best gin was then sold at about five shillings 
a gallon, and accordingly the gill at Lucky Middlemas's cost 
only threepence. The' whole ^ckbauch* of the young men 
seldom came to more than sixpence or sevenpence. Mr. S 
<li8tinctly recollects that Fergusson always seemed unwilling to 
spend any more. They generally met at eight o'clock, and rose 
to depart at ten ; but Fergusson was sometimes prevailed upon 
to outsit his friends by other persons who came in later, and, 
for the sake of his company, entreated him to join them in 
further potations. The humour of his conversation, which 
was in itself the highest treat, frequently turned upon the 
odd and obnoxious characters who abounded in the town. 
Xn the case, however, of the latter, he never permitted his 
satire to become in the least rancorous. He generally con« 
tented himself with conceiving them in ludicrous or awkward 
situations, such, for instance, as their going home at night, and 
having their clothes bleached by an impure ablution from the 
fcarrets, — a very common occurrence at that time, and the 
mention of which was sufficient to awaken the sympathies of 
all present." — Communicated in 1827. 
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Cape Club. — I transfer to this Note various interesting 
memoranda, which I have gleaned concerning this famous 
club. Sommers, in his Life of Fergusson [Tract, p. 18], has 
given a meagre account of it; but he was not a member 
until after the death of the poet, and appears to have written 
from memory alone. The papers, petitions, and minute-books, 
&c, of the club have been deposited in the Society of Anti- 
quaries of Scotland Museum; and Mr. Daniel Wilson, the 
accomplished and zealous acting secretary, furnishes us with 
full details in a book, to which we have had frequent occasion, 
in annotating the poems, to refer, the *^ Memorials of Edin- 
burgh in the Olden Time." My quotations are from this 
work, and the club books themselves, which have been cour- 
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and among his subjects may be mentioned the celebrated his^ 
torical painter, Alexander Bunciman, Sir Brimstone; Robert 
Feignsson, the poet, dabbed Sir Precentor, most probably 
from his fine mnsical voice; Gavin Wilson, the poetical shoe- 
maker, who published a collection of masonic songs, in 1788, 
whose clnb title was Sir Maccaroni ; Walter Williamson of 
Cardrona, Esq., a thorough specimen of the rough bon vivcmt 
laird of the last age ; Walter Ross, the antiquary; Sir Henry 
Raebum, who had already been dubbed a knight, under the 
title of Sir Toby, ere George IV. gave him that of Sir Heniy ; 
with a host of other knights of great and little renown, of 
whom we shall only specify Sir Sluyd, as the notorious William 
Brodie was styled. Some ingenious member has drawn on 
the margin of the minutes of his election, April 27tli, 1778, a 
representation of his last public appearance, on the new drop 
of his own invention, some fifteen years later. The old books 
of the club abound with such pencilled [and pen and ink] 
illustrations and commentaries, in which the free touch of 
Rnnciman may occasionally be traced, atnong ruder sketches 
of less practised hands. 

" The following was the established fonn of inauguration of 
a Knight of the Cape. The novice, on making his appearance 
in Cape Hall, was led up to the sovereign by two knightly 
sponsors, and having made his obeisance, was required to 
^[rasp the large poker with his left hand, and laying his right 
liand on his breast, the oath de Jideli, was administered to 
liim by the sovereign, — the knights present all standing un- 
covered, — in the following words : — 

" I swear devoutly by this light, 
To be a true and faithfid knight. 
With all my might, 
Both day and night. 

So help me Poker! 

'* Having then reverentiaUy kissed the larger poker, and 
continuing to grasp it, the sovereign raised the smaller poker, 
with both his roy^ fists, and aiming three successive blows at 
the novice's head, he pronounced with each, one of the initial 
letters of the motto of the club, C. F. D., explaining their im- 
port to be Concordia fratnim decus. The knight elect was then 
called upon to recount some adventure or scrape which had 
be&Uen him, irom'some leading incident in which the sove- 
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reign selected the title conferred on him, and which he ever 
after bore in Cape Hall. The Club whose honours were thus 
carefully hedged in by solemn ceremonial, established its im- 
portance by deeds consistent with its lofty professions, among 
which may be specified the gift by his Majesty of the Cape, to 
his Majesty of Great Britain, in 1778, of a contribution from the 
knights of one hundred guineas, ' to assist his Majesty in raising 
troops.' The entry-money to the club, which was originally 
half-a-crown, gradually rose to a guinea, and it seems to have 
latterly assumed a very aristocratic character. A great regard 
for economy, however, remained with it to the last. On the 
10th of June 1776, it is resolved ^ that they shall at no time take 
bad halfpence from the house, and also, recommend it to the 
house to take none from them I ' and one of the last items 
entered on their minutes, arises from an intimation of the 
landlord, that he could not afford them suppers under sixpence 
each, when it is magnanimously determined by the club, in 
ftill conclave, *that the supper shall be at the old price of 
fourpence halfpenny I * 

" Sir Cape, the comedian [and sovereign !] appears to have 
eked out the scanty rewards of the drama, by himself maintain- 
ing a tavern at the head of the Canongate, which was for \ 
some time patronized by the knights of the Cape. They ^ 
afterwards paid him occasional visits to Comedy Hut, New 
Edinburgh, a house which he opened beyond the precincts of 
the North Loch, about the year 1770, and there they held 
their ninth Grand Cape, as their great festival was styled, on 
the 9th of June of that year. This sketch of one of the most 
famous convivial clubs of last century will suffice to give some 
idea of the revels in which grave councillors and senators 
were wont to engage, when each slipt off his professional for- 
mality along with his three-tailed wig and black coat, and 
bent his energies to the task of such merry fooling, while his 
example was faithfully copied by clerk and citizen of every 
degree. * Such, O Themis, were anciently the sports of thy 
Scottish children.* " 

From a note of Mr. Wilson's we are infonned that " Pro- 
vincial Cape Clubs, deriving their authority and diplomas from 
the parent body, were successively formed in Glasgow, Man- 
chester, and London, and in Charleston, South Carolina, each 
of which was formally established, in virtue of a royal commis- 
sion granted by the sovereign of the Cape. The American 
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off-shoot of this old Edinburgh fraternity, is said to be still 
flourishing in the southern states." 

Mr. Wilson mentions the " Grand Cape of 1770." On this 
jubilee, as subsequently in 1780, 1790, and 1800, the birthday 
of Thomson, the author of " The Seasons," was kept * with all 
the honours:' the 22d of September [in error for the 11th], 
being duly set apart by " the knights." The words of the 
musical entertainment of the festival of 1770 are preserved 
in Ruddiman's " Weekly Magazine " of the date. 

In the list of original members, 1764, the name of Michael 
Bruce occurs. Could this have been the gentle poet of Loch- 
leven? He was at the university, 1762-66; and the records 
show that students, and even students of divinity, were not 
quite so rare as black swans in the club. 

Some of the soubriquets are risible enough. Thus Sir Fucus, 
Sir Fartan, Sir Nun and Abbess, Sir Hayloft, Sir Beefsteaks, 
Sir Old Wife [Stephen Clark, music master, the friend of 
Bums and George Thomson], Sir Baboon, Sir Marriage, Sir 
Bajik [James Sibbald, editor of the * Chronicle of Scottish 
I*oetry,' &c.]. Sir Tumult [James Balfour, the singer, whose 
portrait adorns the Golf House, Leith Links], Sir Catch [Kin- 
c^id the eminent publisher], &c., &c. 

iFrom the petition books, I find that Fergusson acted occa- 
sionally as secretary. Under the following dates his knightly 
signature is duly appended, 18th and 22d January, 10th and 
l4rth April, Ist and 7th Septeniber, and 12th October, 1773; 
*Tid his own signature is likewise preserved in the petition 
t^ook, under the following dates, January 13th, * recommending 
^« a knight, a Mr. John Hepburn, student of divinity' [the 
"^^liole of this petition in the poet's holograph] ; July 1st, * re- 
'^ommending a Mr. William Murray, writer in Edinburgh ;' 1st 
^^ptember, * recommending a Mr. William Logan, merchant 
^** Edinburgh;' 7th September, * recommending a Mr. George 
Cameron, engraver,' and 12th October, * recommending a Mr. 
^J^ougall Campbell, writer, Campbelton,' all 1773, and all of 
'^^"hom were duly admitted. 

There is one very amusing petition which I annex, as it 
^^lates to one not ** unknown to fame " among the curious. It 
appears that Gavin Wilson, the shoemaker-poet, had applied 
for a ** knightship," but in vain. Nothing daunted, he re-peti- 
tioned as follows: 

^2 
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*' Worthy Soveraign and Knights, 

*' It gave roe great unhappyness to hear that my 
petition was nnsuccessfull, and that some weighty objections 
lay against me ; bnt as one of these objections may be toler- 
ably moderated, and the other three totally removed, X deter- 
mined to reclaim, and once mure lay my petition before the 
worthy society, in hopes of your favourable acceptance. The 
first objection, I am told, was the tallness of my person, this 
not so much my fault as it is my infelicity, when it lys against 
my admission ; but I humbly think that that objection ought to 
have operated as powerfully against the soveraign, and depute- 
soveraign [Lancashire and Herd], but perhaps what may be 
thought a fault in a subject, is sometimes thought an excel- 
lence in a soveraign, but this fault cannot be [an] increasing 
one, as I was at my full length twenty years agoe, and I find 
that fault upon the deminishing hand; but if I am admitted, I 
shall wear my shoes as low iq the heels as possible, and if 
there be a chair in the room lower than another, I shall beg 
to be poss[es8]ed of it, which, allong with contracting my 
figure as much as I can, I make no doubt but I shall by these, 
means, bring myself nearly upon alevell with the middle-sized 
knights. The second objection was the largeness of my hatt; 
the objection shall be totally removed, for I shall have a new 
Mac[a]roni hatt^, which I will call my Cape hatt; and if it be 
not the least hatt in the society, I will bind myself over to 
drink the fill of it, either in ale, porter, or punch, every time 
it comes to my turn to drink. The third objection was, I wore 
a black wigg ; the objection shall also be removed ; though I have 
not wore a powdered wigg these thirty years, I will powder my 
wigg when I come to the Cape. In the fourth objection, I am 
afiraid that my accomplishments have been over-rated, and 
that I have got credit for qualifications I have no pretension 
to; none of the knights of the society, whose oratori[c]al 
powers have gained them so much reputation, for eloquence 
and poignant witt, will need to have the smallest apprehen- 
sion that their glory shall be eclipsed by such a rival, for I 
declaire that I will (like many knights of the Cape), speak 
very little, but will listen (like them), with the greatest atten- 
tion to the fioride speeches and brilliant sallies of the orators 
and witts, and join with them in the laugh of approbation. 
Nor need the poets have any suspicious apprehension of any 
endeavour of mine to establish my charecter in opposition oi 



derogation of theirs; for I promise that I will not be concern- 
ed in writing or composing either song, ode, tragedy, comedy, 
or farce, on any subject whatever concerning the Cape, with- 
out the express desire, consent, and licience of the said poets, 
orators, and witts; and agreeable to this resolution, although 
I could have expressed my sentiments tolerably in verse, I 
leather chuse to lay this, my petition, before the society, in 
plain honest prose, by which the afforsaid orators, poets, and 
"Witts may see that they have nothing to fear from my small 
ability in their way, but that they will continue undisturbedly 
to enjoy the happiness of exciting the admiration and ap- 
plause of all the silent knights. I therefore hope that this 
petition, written on this and the two prec^eding pages, will 
^ taken into your serious consideration, and admitt your 
Gamble petitioner into all the honours and privileges of your 
Worthy Society, and your petitioner shall ever pray. 

[Signed] Ga. Wilson." 

^eed we say that this whimsical reclaiming petition was suc- 
eessliiL His title was Sir Macaroni : but he appears to have 
forfeited the " honours and privileges" in 1780. 

The date of his adpission was 30th January 1773. Fer- 
grusson had been admitted only three months before. 

^e here close our * Memoranda' on the Cape-Club: but the 
■"eader is referred to the poems, p. 132, in * Auld Beikie,' and 
"^lative notes. 
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The following documents relative to Fergusson and Bums 
*** respect of the head-stone over the grave of the former, will 
'^o doubt prove interesting: — 

Extract from the Records of the managers of the Kirk and 
^irk Yard funds of Canongate, relative to the erection, by 
^^bert Bums, of a Headstone in memory of Robert Fergus- 

*' Session House within the Kirk of Canongate, the 22nd of 
February, 1787. 

** Sederunt of the Managers of the Kirk and Kirk Yard 
^onds of Canongate. 

** Which day, the treasurer to the said funds produced a let- 
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liberty to repair this tribatQ (rom one poet to the memoiy of 
another; and permission being granted, they took that oppoiv 
tanity of affixing to it an additional inscription, commemorat- 
ing the genius of Bams. The poetical part of it is taken, 
almost verbatim, from the Elegy written by Boms himself on 
Captain Matthew Henderson. 

'* Diguum hude verum naua vetat mori. 

** Lol Genins, proudly, while to Fame she turns, 
Twines Cubrib's laurels with the wreath of Burns. 

Roscoe, 

*^ To THE MbMORT of 

Robert Burns, the ATRsmRE Bard; 

WHO WAS BORN AT DOONSIDE 

ON THE 25th of January, 1759 ; 

AND DIED AT DUMFRIES 

ON THE 92nd of July, 1796. 

**0 Robert Burns! the man I the brother! 
And art thou gone, — and gone for ever! 
And hast thou cross'd that unknown river, 

Life's dreary bound! 
Like thee where shall we find another 

The world around! 

** Go to your sculptured tombs, ye great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state! 
But by the honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And. weep the sweetest poet's fate 

E'er liv'd on earth." * 

The *' pious zeal" of the ^sculapian Club was certainly 
commendable; but we cannot say so much for their taste in 
affixing an ** additional inscription." Luckily the unseemly 
sign-board on which it was inscribed, decayed, and on the 
occasion of the recent repairs and improvements, it was re- 
i&OTed. The grave now appears as in our Vignette. 

The Gentleman's Magazine (November 1823) publishes a 

1 Lives of Scottish Poets, vol. iii pp. 84—87. 
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Ab might have heen anticipated, the Magazines and News- 
papers of the day teemed with Odes and Elegies and Epitaphs 
to the memory of Fergusson. I have read a great many of 
them, bat cannot ask my readers to do so. They are, aspoe- 
*ryj utterly worthless. The * Vanity of Human Wishes, an 
Klegy on the untimely death of a Scots Poet,' by John Tait, 
'W'. S., has been usually appended to editions of Fergusson. 

X cannot think of doing so. It was the heart-utterance of 
one who greatly esteemed and loved Fergusson, — but who 
Datist have been a very weak and puling (however worthy) 
x&an, and entirely innocent of all poetic inspiration. 

The following is the notice of Fergusson from the Obituary 
of the " Weekly Magazine." It was composed by Mr. Rud- 
<liiiian, jun., and, slightly extended, forms the Life usually 
prefixed to editions of the poems : — 

*' [Died] at Edinburgh, Mr. Robert Fergusson, well known in 
tile literary world for his poetical abilities. — ^To attempt a char- 
acter of this youthful bard must be a vain essay, as it would be 
^q^ually difficult to do justice to his merit. No colours but his 
o^^n could paint him to the life, and we know none in his line 
of composition capable to sketch him out. His talent of ver- 
sification in the Scots dialect has been exceeded by none, 
Equalled by few. The subjects he chose were generally un- 
common, often temporary. His images and sentiments were 
lively and striking, which he had a knack in clothing with 
tile most agreeable and natural expression. Had he enjoyed 
life and health to a maturer age, it is probable he would have 
revived our ancient Caledonian poetiy, of late so much ne- 
Siected or despised. His Hallow-Fair, Edinburgh Election, 
-C^ith Races, are master-pieces in this style, and will be lasting 
Hionuments of his genius and vivacity. — ^For social life, he 
possessed an amazing variety of qualifications. With the best 
Sood-nature, and a great degree of modesty, he was always 
sprightly, always entertaining. His powers of song were very 
^eat in a double capacity. When seated, with some select 
^^ompanions, over a friendly bowl, his wit flashed like light- 
iiing, struck the hearers irresistibly, and set the table in a roar, 
—-But, alas! these engaging, nay bewitching qualities, proved 
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3oHE may be disposed to say, with Bums of himself, on 
heading this heading, 

" I doubt it's hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin." 

^ demur: but let me not be misunderstood. I by no 
^^aeans claim * genius' for Robert Fergusson in the high- 
est sense of the word. I have no wish to exalt him, as 
Has been done, to the platform of our Ramsay or Bums. 
'A.t the same time I do think that it contains matter 
of much suggestion, that occasional poems, so wholly, 
Seemingly, evanescent and perishable, should still, well 
xxigh a century subsequent to their original appearance, 
x*etain all their contemporary attractions and interest, 
I'emaining to us, like those delicate fossil-flowers pre- 
served underneath a world-strata. 

Within these twelvemonths it was made known that 
tHe humble, but memorable headstone over the ashes of 
B*ergusson was going to decay. Instantly, from all 
Hroad Scotland subscriptions came in to the right- 
Hearted almoner, Robert Gilfillan (since " at rest " also), 
^nd it now stands within its ** pillars and chains,'* re- 
newed and ornamented thus by the hundreds of Scotch- 
men whose hearts still beat warmly at the name of the 
^ author of the * Farmer's Ingle.' 

From America too, is wafted if possible a still more 
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In iii;ikiii;4 ii fcwtemarlis on the 'genius and poems 
nif Furf:iiss(iii,' asBuming that it is iinnecKSSory at thi( 
tputh tu viiuiicate a place fur him, I shall notice ahortlj' 
theae Ihivu tilings; 

I. Ilia solf-i'stimation. 

II. The twufuld ohject -matter of his pooma. 

III. Ilin sLilirical powers and nationalism. 
I liave to Kjiiak, Jirel, of Fergueson in respect 

self-eat ill latiuii ;" and ccrtnioly this U a peculiarlj 
ing feature in [\h character. lie was distinguished fur 
luodeatj. Ansious to win a place in the roll of hii 
country's sons, he nevertheless, tefif liuci, Eiithnaiastio 
admirers likened him, again aad again, to Allan Rampay. 
He refused the idle compliment in no pleasant mood. Ooin- 
parod even to I'enaecuict, whom he far excels in cvtry 
respect, he " lilushed" and likewise said no. True, 
when these " flatteries," as he was wont to call them, 
with particular emphasis, were addressed to him, the 
' Farmer's Ingle,' the ' Odes to the Bee,' and ' Oowdspink,' 
' Hallow Fair,' and indeed, all his Scottish poems, save 
only a very few, were unwritten. Bat, through Ufa, he 
continued to entertain this lowly opinion of bis own 



In this, however, ho was thoroughly discriminative. 
While he rejected the compliments mentioned, he never- 
theless, with equal fervour, asserted hia own particular 
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claims. Thus, towards the close of his very beautiful 
Ode to the Bee^ he exclaims, 

" Like thee, by fancy wing'd, the muse 
Seads ear* an' heartsome ower the dews, 
Fu' YOgie an* fa* blythe to crap 
The winsome flow'rs frae nature's lap, 
Twining her living garlands there, 
That lyart time can ne'er impair. 

They are only 'flowers* that he gathers; but they 
lire such as he feels shall 'never wither;* nor was he 
mistaken. The same feature is brought out in his ' Epistle 
to Andrew Gray.* He bids his friend at ^ Nature keek,** 
and adds, 

*' Her road awhile is rough and round, 
ArC few poetic gowans found; 
The stey braes o' the muses ground, 

We scarce can crawl up; 
But on the tap we're light as wind 
To scour an' gallop. 

It wiH be observed that it is only the ' gowans * that 
^ speaks of, a fair but a lowly flower. He wishes to be 
inspired, not by the elder makars, or by Ramsay, but by 
the tender Hamilton. 

** Near what bright bum, or ciystal spring, 
Did you your winsome whistle hing? 
The muse shall there, wi' wat'ry e'e, 
Gie the dunk swaird a tear for thee." 

And he was right. His was the Doric pipe, — a com 
Btem plucked fresh from the field, and sweet, and natural, 
and true as nature herself, is the music. '' This is my 
instrument, and I shall play upon it as it is capable.** 
^e have smallest faith in Toricelli-anthems on the 
Jew's harp. It is unnatural, out of place, improbable, 
albeit semi-historicaL 
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Last night the barber gae't a friz, 

An' straikit it wi' ulzie. 
Hae done your paritch, lassie Liz, 

Gi'e me my sark and gravat, 
I'se be as braw's the Deacon is 

Whan he taks affidavit 

O' faith the day. 

Whar's Johnny gann, cries neebor Bess, 

That he's sae gayly bodin, 
Wi' new kam'd wig, weel syndet face, 

Silk hose, for hamely hodin? 

* Our Johnny's nae sma' drink youll guess, 

* He's trig as ony mnir-cock, 

* An' forth to mak' a Deacon, lass ; 

* He downa speak to poor fock 

* Like us the day.' " 

How the little bustling personage crying for his 'wig' 
sind 'sark* and 'gravat/ and demanding attention from 
* Epps and Liz/ and all, is contrasted in the second stanza, 
lyith the starched, all-important voter " for the deacon," 
the observed (in his own mind) of all observers. " He 
downa speak to poor fock." In one stroke, by the re- 
marks of " neebor Bess *' and her companion, is the char- 
acter placed before us. But, although Fergusson was 
gifted with an eye to the broadly humorous of " the 
town," he seems always delighted to escape to the 
country. 

He pourtrays with inimitable ease and felicity the 
" King's Birth-Day in Edinburgh ;" but what says he at 
the close? He will not ask his Muse to ''swell the 
theme." 

" She'll rather to the fields resort, 
Whare music gars the day seem short, 
Whare doggies play, and lambies sport 

On gowany braes ; 
Whare peerless Fancy hads her court 
And tunes her lays." 
m 2 



Was siirciul oivrc ilkn rijj o' Gorn, 
To Charm our win cen; 

Glovr'rin aliout, I saw a queitn, 
TliB faircEl 'neuth the lift: 

Ilur ecu were o' iho sillct sheen, 
Iler aliiiij like mawj drifl 

Sou w^ite tbaC day. 

Quo she, ' I Fcilf unco «iur, 
' Tlial je sod musiri gse ; 
' Ye wha hae auug o' liallow-rair. 
' Hex wintor-prankH, and jilaj") 
' When cm Lcilh-sands the raeew rati 

• Wi' Jocty loBiis aru rati; 

' Their orra pennies there to ware, 

'And drown thcmeds in debt 

' Fu' ileep tiat day.' 

And wlia are ye, my winsome dear, 
That talis the gate aae early? 

Whare do ve win, gin ane niaj speci 
Far 1 right meiklo ferl}-. 

That sic bram biibkiE Inafihiu lass 
I'liir bonny blinks lihua'd gie, 

And loup, like HeiiB, oivre the izrass 

Fiat doui this dav? 
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AND FOEHB Ot ROBBBT FERGUSSON. ClOfKVII 

' I dwdl ftninng tlie cauler springB 

' That weet the Land o' Cakes, . 
' And aftea tuae ray cnniy strings 

* At bridsls and lale-wukes. 
"They ca' me Mirth:— I ne'er was kend, 

'To grumble or look aour: 
' Bat liUthe ivad be a lift to lend, 

'Gif ye wadeej my power, 

'And pith, this day.'" 

I have plaoed the Terses of the Reverend Jamea Niool 
Miftor Fergusson in the Poem. Let ns turn to b greater, 
Robert Burns. 

" Upon a sumner Sunday morn, 

When Nature's face it &it, 

I walked forth to view th« corn. 

An' anuff the caller air. 
The Tuinj; sua owre Galstoo maiTa, 

Wr glorious light was glintio', 
The hares were hirplin' down the furi, 
The lav'rocks they vere chantin' 
Fa' sweet that day. 

As li^tsomely I glon'r'd abioad, 
; To see a scene sae gay, 

Tliree hiiiies, earij at the road, 
Cam' akelpin' up the way : 
I Twa hai! manceetes o' dolefu* hiack. 

But aae wj' lyart lining; 
The third, that gued a wee aback, 
Was in Che fashion shining 
' Fu' gay that day. 

The twa appear'd like sisters twin. 

In (eature, fbrm an' claes: 
Their visage, withcr'd, lang, an' thin, 

Ad; soar as ony staes: 
The third cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp, 
j As light as ony lambie, 



^^ 
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AND POEMS OF ROBERT FERGUSSON. CXXXIX 

May I lie streekit at my ease 
Beneath the cauler shady trees, 
(Far frae the din o* horrow town), 
Whare water plays the haughs hedown ; 
To jouk the Summer's rigour there, 
And hreathe awhile the cauler air, 
'Mang herds, and houest cottar fouck, 
That till the farm, and feed the flock ; 
Careless o* mair 

e is thus ^'streekit at his ease" when a Bee hums 
ily past him, weighing down, perhaps, the bobbing 
ir-tops within his view; or when the Gowdspink 
hes on the blossomed thorn, scattering its full snowy 
3rs upon the green grass, and with what evident 
;ht and naturalness does he greet them. I must cite 
V lines in the ' Ode to the Gowdspink.' 

'* Sure, nature herried mony a tree, 
For spraings and bonny spats to thee; 
Nae mair the rainbow can impart 
Sic glowing ferlies o* her art, 
Whase pencil wrought its freaks at will 
On thee, the sey-piece o* her skill. 
Nae mair thro' straths in simmer dight. 
We seek the rose to bless our sight; 
Or bid the bonny wa' flow'rs blaw, 
Where yonder ruins crumblin' fa'. 
Thy shinin' garments far outstrip 
The cherries upo' Hebe's lip. 
And foul the tints that nature chose 
To busk and paint the crimson rose." 

present all the exquisite touches of these two * Odes,* 
d be to transcribe the entire poems. My readers 
ot do better than turn to them for themselves, 
ery one who possesses Fergusson, is certain to pos- 
% copy of Burns. Let me ask all who wish to feel 
nfluence of our poet on that master-mind, to read 
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AND POEMS OF fiOBERT FER6U8S0N. CxH 

l>r. Samuel Johnson/' and '^ Hame Content.*' The ludi- 
crous familiarity and ease of the former, and the off- 
ha.nd biting severity of the latter, are alike admirable. 
Hiet us read in ' Hame Content.' He has exposed " the 
^iveary granes" of those who '^ rax and gaunt the lee-lang 
<ia.y," from very idleness. He has asked the sages, 

If man was made, 



To dree this hatefd* slaggard trade? 
Steekit frae nature's beauties a' 
That daily on his presence ca'; 
At hame to gim, and whinge, and pine 
For faVrite dishes, fav*rite wine. 

Be answers, No ; points to the ' soaring bird,' the ' dewy 
^rass,' the ^ feeding cattle,' 

" Unyokit frae their winter stent;"' 
and exclaims, 

" Unyoke thee, man, and binna sweer, 
To ding a hole in ill-hain*d gear." 

Then with inimitable ' 'pawhiness,^ 

" Some daft chiel reads, and taks advice; 
The chaise is yokit in a trice ; 
Awa* drives he like hunted deil, 
And scarce tholes time to cool his wheel, 
Till he's, Lord kens I how far awa'. 
At Italy, or well o' Spa." 

With what arch mingling of sarcasm and patriotic 
sentiment does he follow up this — 

" There rest him weel ! for eith can we 
Spare mony glaikit gowks like he ; 
They'll tell whare Tiber's waters rise, 
What sea receives the drumly prize, 
That never wi' their feet hae met 
The marches 'o' their ain estate." 




i! willawiD'.s lor 8coI]nnd uo\T, 
liiiil sio mnun suip ilk birky's inuu. 
i' tisUMJIW, grav/a as 'livere in put 
li.reigll iailil, or grecn-houic liet, 
liun E:ug o' hroSQ imil mtLy apuun, 
ii' oiir Cirtuir cbUdi-i's imim, 
liii thru' the week, itlt Sunday's speal, 
il for penfie-cods an' gude lang kail." 

Iv dous Im 'skleut his eatiri:' in tbi 



youri 



^liuLi'd Ulir Bi'Utea ivj' hiiilsta 
i:iil)l>iige-fni^ vrud 
lutlBrinleBiiW; weft thj hnii 
■111 lioiiHit!i Ijriivf Nanny'ii i; 
sh«, ]aaai bnltetflj of May 



The furies glancing frae her ein 
Wad rug your wings o* siller sheen 
That, wae for thee ! far, far outvy 
Her Paris artists' finest dye : 

His ''Braid Olaith" embodies a melancholy and still 
patent truth. Beyond all question 

"■ Braid Claith lends fock an unco heeze, 
Maks many kail-worms butterflies, 
Gies mony a doctor his degrees 

For little skaith: 
In short, you may be what you please 

Wi' gude Braid Claith." 

Take the following comment on the whole poem from 
the 'Essays' of one of the most vigorous and ill under- 
stood of modern thinkers, John Sterling. 

" The English are good friends : yet, so muoh is the 
fear of being connected with poverty in the eyes of the 
world stronger than friendship, that if an Englishman 
were to appear in the streets of London with an old coat 
on, I am persuaded that three out of four of hia ac- 
quaintances would r^ifuse to acknowledge him, unless it 
were in a very private place indeed : and then they pro- 
bably would fear the sparrows on the house-tops, lest ' a 
bird of the air should carry the matter.' "* 

I have thus shortly considered these three things in 
respect of Robert Fergusson. 

I. His self-estimation. 

II. The twofold object-matter of his poems. 

III. His satirical powers and nationalism. 

I have left the English poems, as of inferior, nay of 
iowest merit, unnoticed. 

" I have long admired Fergusson," wrote the illustrious 
Wordsworth to the Editor ; " several of his pieces I have 

1 English Society. Essays and Tales, vol. II. p. 37 ; edit. 2 vols. 1848. 



!i)l doubt, oaidu from the gcDeraus exngganitiong of t 
Ayrshire Bard, Roliert Furgusson is " worthy to sing a 
roumi ilia cloudy llirwie." He iniiy not soar to t 
"forked height" where our monaroh-poet "sole silt 
His "rhytluDB" are not, like those of the "high chief 
Scottish Song," the aurface to a mine of profound thougl 
There aru in. bini no ))road day-break lights, cast t 
humanity or this iiiyBterions world of ours. Ilis voice 
not of Quean " with all its solemn itoise." He should I 
rathor dcBcribed by Coleridge's 'i 

- — ■ ^— ^ iiiJJon bniok U 

In the k'nly month of June, ■ 

Tha.t to the Eliwping wooris all n\t^\i |l 

Sinfceih B quiet mne;" Tl 

ur by Tiordaworth's .| 

-' Violet liy a musn- sMne 

IlAlfhiJilen to thcej-e." 

And now B:<il>r>Tt Fergusson is a name that 8cotLv 
■■sh;iil not willingly let die,'' 
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ROBEBT FEBGU&SON. 



POEMS IN THE SCOTTISH DIALECT. 

XEGY ON THE DEATH OF MR. DAVID GREGORY, 

LATE PROFESSOK OF MATHEMATICS IN THE UNIYBKSITT 

OF ST. ANDREWS. 
[Died 18th April, 1766.] 

Now moura, ye college masters a' ! 
And frae your ein a tear lat fa', 
Fam'd Gregory death has taen awa' 

Without remeid ; 
The skaith yeVe met wi's nae that sma', 

Sin Gregory's dead. ^ 

The students too will miss him sair, 
To school them weel his eident care, 
Now they may mourn for ever mair, 

They hae great need ; 
They'll hip the maist fek o' their lear, 

Sin Gregory's dead. 

1 Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose : 
Our bardie's &te is at a close. 

Past a* remeid : 
The last sad capstane of his woes ; 

Poor Mailie's dead. 
Bum^ Elegjf on the Death of MoaUe, 
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THE DAFT DAYS. 



^ THE DAFT DAYS. 

[There is a poein under this title by the Rev. Jamps Nicol 
of Traquair, which wants the vigour of Fergusson, but which 
certainly gives a graphic and bumorons account of the same 
*daft ' season as is it celebrated in the country. This poem, 
the * Kern Supper/ the ' Lammas Feast,' and the ' Address to 
an Auld Maid, on seeing ber spaein' her fortune in a tea-cup,' 
by the same author, preserve various Scottish customs and su- 
perstitions (fraets) which are unnoticed elsewhere. Altogether 
it affords us pleasure to commend Mr. Nicol's two small volumes 
published in 1805 to a not unworthy place in our Doric litera- 
ture. The * Daft Days ' in Scotland correspond with those 
which are in England denominated the * Christmas Holidays.' 
They are, 1st, Yule (Christmas); 2d, Hogmanay (last day of the 
year) ; 3d, New Year (first day of the year) ; 4th, Handsel 
Monday (first Monday of the year.) They have evidently re- 
ceived the designation of *daft' from the wild festivity by 
which they were wont to be distinguished *Mn auld latig 
syne." The ancient carousing hospitality of this season is 
now " of the things that were," except among the very vul- 
gar; but still, as at Abbotsford, there are those among us who 
would with Sir Walter deem it * uncanny,' and who would 
with him feel ' uncomfortable,' were the new year not to be 
welcomed in, in the midst of their families, with the immemo- 
rial libation of a * bet pint.'] 

Now mirk December's dowie face ^^ 
Glowrs owr the rigs ^ wi' sour grimace, 
While, thro' his minimum of space, 

The bleer-ey'd sun, 
Wi' blinkin' light and stealing pace, 

His race doth run. 



From naked groves nae birdie sings ; 
To shepherd's pipe nae hillock rings ; 

1 " Glours our the rigs." in first edition. 
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t^tnilfl drift owr a' ]m bleak domain, 
And guides the weir. 

Auld Ruilde ! thou'rt the cantj hole, 
A bield for mony a caldrife Boul, 
Vi'ha. snugly at thine iiigle loll, 

Baith waiTu and couth ; 
\\'lMle round thej gar the bicker roll 

To weet their mouth. 

When merry Yule-diiy uomes, I trow, ■ 
You'll scantliuB find a hungry niou ; 
Piiia' are our cares, our atamucks fou 

0' gusty gear, 
And kickshaws, strangers to our view. 

Sin' fairo-year. 

Ye browster wives ! now busk ye bra. 
And tiing your aorrowa far awa' ; 
Then, coine and gie's the titber biaw 

0' reaming ale, 
Mair precious than the Well of Spa, 

Our hearts to heal. 



TllE 1>AFT DAYS. 



Then, tho' at odds wi' a' the warl', 
Amang oursells we'll never quarrel ; 
^ Tho' Discord gie a canker'd snarl 

To spoil our glee, 
As lang's there's pith into the barrel 

We'll drink and 'gree. 

Fiddlers! jour pins in temper fix, 
And roset weel your fiddlesticks,^ 
But banish vile Italian tricks 

From out your quorum. 
Nor fortes wi' pianos mix — 

Qie's TuUochgorum.' 

For nought can cheer the heart sae weel 
As can a canty Highland reel ; 

1 Come, fiddlers, gie your strings a twang, 
And roset weel your bow. 

^^ T ABBAS' Poems, 1804, p. 97. 

3 This stanza is invariably prefixed to the ' Tullochgonun ' of Skin- 
^«r of Linshart, that " first of Scottish Songs,** as Bums calls it, enthu- 
^tastically oblivious of his own unrivalled minstrelsy ; and I believe that 
^"^ was the germ of the whole of that song. The following stanza may 
^\iffice in proof; and let it be remembered that Fergusson's appeared in 
^lie Weekly Magazine, Jan. 2, 1772, while Skinner's did not until April 
^776 in the Scots Weekly Magazine. 

What needs there be sae great a firaise, 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays ? 

I wadna gie our ain strathspeys 
For half a hunder score o' em, 

They're dowf and dowie, dowf and dowie, 
Dowf and dowie at the best 
Wi' a' their variorum :— 
They're dowf and dowie at the best, 
Their allegros and a' the rest, 

They canna please a Scottish taste ; 
^ Compared wi^ Tullochgorum. 

Fergusson's stanza as the motto is s<nnewhat disingenuously suppressed 
U the cidlected editinn of Skinner's works. (Vol. IV. supplementary). 
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Xor envy, wi" B&rcastic aneer, 

Our Llias destroy. 

And thou, great god of H'jaa vita! 
\V}iu Bways the empire of thia city — 
W'hta fou we're sometimea capemoity — 

Be thou prepor'd 
To liedgi.' us frae that bluck lianditti, 

The City Guard.^ 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SCOTS MUSIC. / 

ELEGY 
ON THE DEATH OF SCOTS MUSIC. 

Mark it, Cesario ! it is old and plain. 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 

And the firee maids that weare their thread with bones, 

Do ase to chant it. 

Shakspeabe's Twelfth I^ioht, Act ii. Sc. 4. 

Oiff Scotia's plains, in days of yore, 
When lads and lasses tartan wore, 
Saft Music rang on ilka shore. 

In hamely weld ; 
But Harmony is now no more. 

And Music dead. 

Round her the feather'd choir would wing, 
Sae bonnijy she wont ^ to sing, 
And sleely wake the sleeping string. 

Their sang to lead, 
Sweet as the zephyrs of the spring ; 

But now she's dead. 

Mourn ilka nymph and ilka swain. 

Ilk sunny hill and dowie glen ; 

Let weeping streams and Naiads drain 

Their fountain head ; 
Let echo swell the dolefu' strain, 

Since Music's dead.' 

1 Var. ns'd. 

9 Hogg, in his notes on Boms, has recorded that Scott onoe showed 
m ** a very old metrical tale in heroic measure, as old apparently as 
iwin Douglas's day, in which all the birds and beasts of the forest are 
lied upon, as in his Elegy on the death of Oaptain Matthew Henderson, 
'lament:'** and ttiat Soott said Burns' El^y was taken therefrom. 
lis is vei7 problematical, as these old quaint-named poems were ex. 
ssively rare and inaccessible to Bums. Is the Elegy not rattier a mag- 
ficent exiMtnsion of the present stanza, with scattered suggestions from 
ber lines of the elegy ? 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SCOTS MUSIC. 



Whan the saft vernal breezes ca* 
The grey-hair'd Winter's fogs awa', 
Naebody then is heard to blaw, 

Near hill or mead, 
On chaunter or on aiten straw, 

Since Music's dead. 

Nae lasses now, on simmer days, 
Will lilt at bleaching of their claes ; 
Nae herds on Yarrow's bonny braes, 

Or banks of Tweed, 
Delight to chant their hameil lays, 

Since Music's dead. 

At glomin*, now, the bagpipe's dumb, 
Whan weary owsen hameward come ; 
Sae sweetly as it wont to bum. 

And pibrachs skreed ; 
We never hear its warlike hum. 

For Music's dead. 

Macgibbon's ^ gane : Ah ! waes my heart ! 
The man in music maist expert. 



1 M'Oibbon was celebrated in big time for his great execution on the 
violin. According to Tytler, in the Transactions of the Society of Anti- 
quaries of Scotland, vol. i., he was for "many years leader of the 
orchestra of the Gentlemen's Concert at Edinburgh," and was thought 
to play the music of Corelli, Geminiani and Handel with, as observed, 
" great execution and judgment." He died, 1756, bequeathing the whole 
of his ' estates and effects' to the Royal Infirmary of Edinbui^h. I annex: 
a list of his Works, which are generally esteemed good: 1, Six Sonatos, 
or Solos for a German flute, or violin, composed by William Macgibbon. 
Edin. 1740. 2, A Collection of Scots tunes, some with variations for a 
violin, hautboy or German flute, with a bass for a violoncello or harpsi. 
chord. By William Macgibbon. Book i., 1743. 8, A second collection, 
&c. Edin. 1746. 4, A third collection, &c. Edin. 1755. There is a 
vignette portrait of M'Gibbon introduced in the title-page of Flores 
MusicsB or the Scots Musician, 17T6, folio. The following notice of him- 
occurs in Claudero's ' Lines on seeing a Scots Fidler in laced Clothes :' 



I 

EL£^ ON THE DEATH OF SCOTS MUSIC. 

Wha cou'd sweet melody^ impart, 

And tune the reed, 

Wi' sic a slee and pawky art ; 

But now he's dead. 

nk carline now may grunt and grane, 
Ilk bonny lassie make great mane ; 
Since he's awa', I trow there's nane^ 

Can fill his stead ; 
The blythest sangster on the plain ! 

Alake, he's dead ! 

Now foreign sonnets bear the gree, 

And crabbit queer variety 

Of sounds fresh sprung frae Italy, 

A bastard breed ! ^ 

Unlike that saft-tongu'd melody 

Which now lies dead. 

Can ^ lav'rocks at the dawning day, 
Can * Unties chirming firae the spray. 
Or todling bums that smoothly play 

O'er gowden bed, 



-Ajiply to your cliff for crotchet and brie( 



' Nor by dreaii on your scholars impose : 

For your tassel, M'Gibbon, of fidlers the chief, 

If alive, would have twisted your nose. 
His merit conspicuous through Britain did shine, 

(His collection yet speaks for itself:) 
No fribble was he, a true son of the Nine, 

And in plain simple dress he got pelt 

Poems on Swrnvl Oooimom, London, 1765. p. 8& 

ClaQdero is the assumed name of James Wilson, of whmn a long and 
^oy curious account will be found in Wilson's ' Memorials of Edinburgh 
^ the Olden Time,' vol ii. pp. 213426. 

1 Var. Harmony. 2 Var. deil ane. 

J Ymr, cou'd. 4 Var. cou'd. 



10 



THE KING^S BIRTH-DAY IN EDU^BlfttGH. 



Compare wi* Birks of Indermay ?^ 

But now they're dead. 

Scotland ! that cou'd yence afford 
To bang the pith of Roman sword, 
Winna your sons, wi' joint accord, 

To battle speed. 
And fight till Music be restored. 

Which now lies dead ? 



THE KING'S 2 BIRTH-DAY IN EDINBURGH. 

O quale hoc hurly-burly fuit, si forte yidisses 
(^ypantes arsas, et flavo sanguine breikas 
Dripantes, hominumque heartas et proelia faintas.] 

PoLEMO-MeDDINIA, (DBDMUOND of HAlf?TH0BMDEK.) 

[The patriarchal reign of George HI. aflTorded many retumiDg 
* Birth-days ;' but in these more staid and starched times we 
have little sympathy with the enthusiastic loyalty expressed in 
*Auld Reekie* on such occasions. By all, however, says Robert 
Chambers, "who remember the streets of Edinburgh on a 
king's birth-day previous to the year 1810, the fidelity of Fer- 
gusson's description will be acknowledged." And even yet, 
if not on a birth-day, at least on * visits' such as those which 



1 This truly delightful air, which is known to have been the favourite 
one of Fei^usson, is variously named Inder-, Ender-, Inner-^ and Inver- 
may. Mallet, the author of the ciirrent words, calls it ' Endermay.' 
Will no one [Ballantyne or Vedder?] arise to rescue this very beautiful 
air from the miserable rhymes of Mallet and Bryce ? An attempt has 
been made in Wood's ' Songs of Scotland,' vol. i. p. 72 ; but the auttior of 
* The Social Cup,' who is so very capable of writing well, ought certainly, 
in justice to his own " fair fame," to have paused, after the severe ani- 
madversions on the * elder ' before hazarding such drawing-room verses 
in substitution. 

2 George III. 



icioria has beeo pleaseil to make, ia ScotUnii, niih all b 
ideat faitbfnlaess and hean-wonntb, forward to welcome 
X Sovereign.] 

I Biira the daj eae aften sung, 

Wi' which oiu Inga hae jearlj rung, 

In whase loud praise the Muse has dung . 

A' kind o' print ; 
But wow ! the Ununer's fairly flung; 

There's naething in't 

I'm fun to think the joji the same 
In London town as here at hame, 
Whare folk of ilka age and name, 

Baith blind and cripple, 
Forgather aft, fy for shame 1 

To drink and tipple. 

Muse, be kind, and dinna fash us, 
To flee awa' lieyunt PamasBUB, 
Not seek for Helicon to wash us. 

That heath'nish spring; 
Wi' Highland whinlty stour our hawses, 

And gar us sing. 

Begin then, dame, ye'vt drunk your fill. 
You wouldna hae the tither gill ? 
Yon'U trust me, mair would do you ill, 

And ding you doitet; 
Troth 'twould be sair agains my will 

To hae the wyte o't. 

Sing then, how, on the fourth of June, 
Our bells screed aff a loyal tune. 



1 fi'tir tliiiy Ijang'd thy belly fu' 

Against the law- 
Right seldom am I gi'en to lannin. 
Hut, liy my bhuI, ye was a cannon, 
IliiuVl bit IL umn had hy been Btauning 
In shirc o' Fife, 





M. i,„. , ..1,1.1, .1..-' tlirir ihu huge piwe (rf 
... I -. . ' . ! ' < i^v. 1., II,. M'Lcllims, nhenha 




wh™ firing 
IBS!." 


«.i-..ii-M .,!-....( 11. !;■', lull, v.rilj. Uio yte 

I ftimi tht -lotiacl-niiitlBr of n rtglit merry PsaquU tei 
W^dpQl^ rharles Kirk[ialriok Khurpn, Kwj. FBrgnMoi. 
■ 'cp«klne' .If Mob'« 'diupWo m™' fdgnwutlj. From 
'! 'niirouii^lei/ Nute n'd. 1, ne [csrn that 11 ou "bunt 
>BlutB to J«n«. Dake «f York, ^u hi, vi,it to Ih. uullt, 






, ■^ 
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ag Scots miles ajont Clackmanan,^ 
And tak' his Ufe.^ 



Us in terror wou'd cry out, 

;ho to thy dinsome rout ; 

trds wou'd gather in their nowt, 

That glowr'd wi' wonder, 
3 afraid to bide thereout 

To hear thy thunder. 

kewise, Muse, how blue-gown bodies,' 
3ar-craw8 new ta'en down frae woodies. 



ivities celebrated at Edinburgh, by the Queen Dowager, 
, on the marriage of her daughter, Queen Mary, to the 
.nee, Mons Meg testified, with loudest acclaim, the general 
urer's accounts curiously illustrate Fergusson :— " By the 
>t and speciale command, to certane pyonaris ibr thair 

mounting of Mons Airth of her lair to be schote, and for 
. carying of hir bullet after scho was schot, frae Weirdrie 
Btell, of Edinburgh, Ac." Wardie is ftilly two miles north 
, near Oranton. 

of ordnance delivered by the governor to Colonel Monk, 
sr of the castle in 1650, Meg receives, vnth all due promi- 
jpiation of " the great iron murderer, Muckle M^."— iV&. 
ies, p. 21. — WUson^ vol. i. p. 181. 

Bede-man, Beidman. In the court of Exchequer this 

is used to denote one of that class of paupers who e^joy 
y. Each of these beidmen, annually, on the king's birth- 
blue great-coat, or gown, as it is denominated, (whence 
iie-gown,*) with a badge which marks their privil^e of 
it the same time a loaf of bread, a bottle of ale, a leathern 

a penny for every year of the king's life. Every birth-day 
an or bluegown is added to the number, as a penny is 
lary of each of them.r-'JawdMon, Etym. Diet, in loe. It 
ted that Edie Ochiltree and Patie Bimle, of the latter 
litor has a characteristic portrait in his blue-gown, were 
7. Interesting memoranda concerning the blue-gowns 
1 the letter-press to Kay, vol. ii., part 1, p. 264 sq. It gives 
be enabled to illustrate the gathering of these 'gentle' 
trayed by Fergusson. from the ' Memorials of Edinburgh 
'ime ' by Mr. Daniel Wilson (vol. i. p. 188). It used to be, 
7 interesting sight, on a fine simimer morning, between 
t o'clock, before the Canongate kirk bell began to ring for 
ervice, to see the strange groups of Blue-gowns of aU ages, 

to ninety and upwards, assembling in front of the kirk. 

B 



Ilj hostile rubble Bcldum epar'd 

Ufclarty mictions. 

soldiers 1 for your ain dear siikes, 
For Scotland's, alias Land of CalteB, 
'jie nut hor bairns sic deiidlj pakes, 

Nor be sae rude, 
W i' fireloek or Lochaher uis,' 

^B spill tlieir blude. 

Now round and round tlie Berjients' whiz, 
Wi' hissing wrath and angry phis ; 



I lUig, lofHiing cqnslly ntniigi on tba 
od Willi Isi^ bnil^KE uu thfir lireio.n, 



lu Totrnguud of Edlnhiugh w 
iiapoH HTben ga thrir pdUcD duly, 
'C.xblab ttiD anaicnt inKtilnnd 



.",— H'aiwWiy,i«(e,p.liS. (JMoi^w 
Flre^nolien— tbedclft'liEorslliniii- 
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Sometimes they catch a gentle gizz, 

A lake the day ! 

And singe, wi* hair-devouring bizz, 

Its curls away. 

Shou*d th' owner patiently keek round, 
To view the nature of his wound, 
Dead pussie, dragled thro* the pond, 

Takes him a lounder. 
Which lays his honour on the ground 

As flat's a flounder. 

The Muse maun also now implore 
Auld wives to steek ilk hole and bore ; 
If baudrins slip but to the door, 

I fear, I fear, 
She*ll no lang shank upon all-four 

This time o* year.^ 

Next day each hero tells his news 
0' crackit crowns and broken brows, 
And deeds that here forbid the Muse 

Her theme to swell. 
Or time mair precious [to] abuse 

Their crimes to tell. 

She'll rather to the fields resort, 
Whare music gars the day seem short, 
Whare doggies play, and lambies sport 

On gowany braes, 
Whare peerless Fancy hads her court. 

And tunes her lays. 

1 See Additional Notes and Illustrations, B. 
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And can ruwarS the fister's trouble, 
Or south or north, 

Tliore'a uaiii' sac spacious and soe noble 
As Firth o' Forth. 

[ii lier the akate and codlin sail, 
'rhi' I'U full fluu|ile wajjB her tail, 
Wi' herrin, fiouk, and makarel. 

And wlutenB daint j ; 
Their spindle-shanks tlia laljsterB trail 

Wi' pirtans plenty. 

Auld Reikie'9 sons biyth faces waarj 
Septembei's merry month is near, 
Th.it hrings in Neptune's caller cheer, 

New oysters fresh ; 
The haleeomest and nicest gear 

Of fieh or flesh. 

(I ! then we needna gi'e a plack 

P'ur dand'ring nioimtcbauk or quack, 

\V'ha o' their drogs eae bauldly crack, 

And spread sic notions. 
As gar their feckless patients tak 

Their stinkin potions. 



Come prie, frail man for gin thou art liok, 
The oyster ia a rare cathartia 
Aa ever doctor patient gart lick 

To core his iula ; 
Whether you hae the head or heart afce, 

It ay prevails. 

Ye tiplers, open a' your posea, 

Ye wha ate fauah'd wi' plouky ooses. 

Fling DWT your craig sufficient doses, 

You'll thole a. bunder, 
To fleg awa your Bimmer roBes, 

And naithing under. 

' Whan big as bums the gutters rin, 
Qia ye bae catcht a droiikit ekiii, 
ToLuckie Middltmist'a loupin, 

And sit fu' snug 
O'er oysters and a dram o' gin. 

Or haddock lug. 

When auld Saunt Giles, at aught o'clock. 
Gars merchant louna their shopies lock, 
There we adjourn wi' hearty fock 

To birle oui bodies. 
And get wharewi' to crack our joke, 

And clear our noddles. 

Whan Phffibua did hie windocke steek. 
How aften at that ingle oheek 

A EuDoul Ojiter TftTtrn in our Foefi tlms^nuUd in Uie Coirgatc, 

•ntl]' obtalDsd ft lien lenH of Inunortality (Ij ■■the Kent of loiiie of 
I moat gnphio iitoidenU Id the ' Millet of Deanhiugh,' b; tbe amaj- 



Th:it i^'iists hia gabti wi' oyster sauce. 
And hi!D wecl soden. 

At MiiasHlbrough, and eke Newlieven,' 
Tilt' tishvr wive* will gtt tup livin, 
Wheu hiiis gang out on Suudaj'a eveu 

Tu treat their joes, 
And tak' 'i' fat pandoure ft prieven, 

Or mussel IjrosB : 

Tlii^n biiinotitnes etc thi-y flit tlieir d<,u| 
Tlicy'il ablinB a' their siller foiip 
Fur liijiiur clear frae cutty Btoup, 

Tti iveet their irizen, 
And fivallow o'er ii dainty soup, 

Fur ffiir the J giszen. 

A' vi^ nha canna stand sae Bicker. 
\V")iaii twice you've tuom'd the hig-ars' 
Mis iiallur oysters wi' your liquor, 

And I'm your debtor, 
11' grotdj priest or drouthy vicar 

Will tbole it better. 
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TO MR. ROBERT FERGUSSON. 

Is Allan ^ risen frae the deid, 
Wha aft has tun*d the aiten reed^ 
And by the muses was decreed 

To grace the thistle ? 
Na ; Fergusson's c<Mne in his stead 

To blaw the whistle. 

In troth, my callant, I'm sae fain 
To see your sonsy, canty strain, 
You write sic easy stile and plain, 

And words sae bonny, 
Nae suth'ron lown dare you disdain. 

Or cry fy on ye ! 

Whae'er has at Auld Beikie been. 

And king's birth-days exploits has seen. 

Maun own that ye hae gi'en a keen 

And true description ; 
Nor say yeVe at Parnassus been 

To form a fiction. 

Hale be your heart, ye canty chield ! 
May ye ne'er want a gude warm beild. 
And sic gude cakes as Scotland yields, 

And ilka dainty 
That grows or feeds upon her fields ; 

And whisky plenty. 

But ye, perhaps, thirst mair for fame ' 
Than a' the gude things I can niune, 

1 Ramsay. 



xa we forgather round the ingle, 

We'll chant your praise. 

Whan I again Auld Roikie see, 
And can forgather, lad, with thee. 
Than we wi' muckle mirth and glee 

Shall tak' a gill, 
And o' your caller oysters we 

Shall eat our fill. 

If sic a thing shou'd you betide, 
To Berwick town to tak a ride, 
I'se tak ye up Tweed's bonnie side 

Before ye settle, 
And shew you there the fisher's pride, 

A Sa'mon-kettle.' 

There lads an' lasses do conveen 
To feast an' dance upo' the green, 
An' there sick brav'ry may be seen 

As will confound ye, 

I The establisheil <»r hcst mode of dressinj^ salmon ut the r 
tiic T\voc<l is to put se:i-natt.'r[-.i,i] into the kettle, and boil th 
( an-ht fish thoreiii. It is said by those who have tasted it tha 
tar tlie l)i'st way to eook saliuoii. ->/»;. ItoUrt Hums, S'ecundiis. 
prrt M. SoytT would dissoiit.] 



TO MB. ROBERT FERGUSSOK. 
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An' gar ye glowr out baith jour een 

At a* around ye. 

To see sae mony bosoms bare, 
An* sic huge puddins i* their haur. 
An' some of them wi' naithing mair 

Upo* their tete ; 
Tea, some wi' mutches that might scar 

Oraws frae their meat. 

I ne'er appear'd before in print, 
But for your sake wou'd fain be in't, 
E'en that I might my wishes hint 

That you'd write mair ; 
For sure your head-piece is a mint 

Whar wit's nae rare. 

Sonse fa' me, gif I hadna 'lure ^ 
I cou'd command ilk muse as sure. 
Than hae a charot at the door 

To wait upo' me ; 
Tho', poet-like, I'm but a poor 

Mid-Louthian Johnnie. 



J. S. 



Berwick, Aug. 31. [1772.2J 



1 ' I would not rather/ aa in Ramsay : 

But I lure chuse in Highland glens 

To herd the kid and goat, man, 
Ere I cou'd for sic little ends 
Refuse my bonny Scotman. 

SoNQS, vol. ii. p. 250. 
3 In ererj edition of Fergnsson from Ruddiman's (1779: Part II. or 
■Qpplement to the Author's own, 1778) onward, tnls letter is dated erro- 
neooaly 1773. It appeared in the * Weekly Magazine' (YoL xvii : pp. 80&. 
8) for September 8d. 1772 : and the Poef s answer in the next Number, 
September 10th, 1772. See Life. 



Awa'.jre wjlie fleetdiiii fallow! 

Tilt riisu shall grow like gowan jiJluw, 

llijfurt' I turn sac touiii nud shallow, 

A[iil vuid of fuBhiuD, 
As ii' your bultci'J wurde to swallow 

In vain delusion. 

Yu mak my Musf a dautit pet, 
liul giti iha uuii'd like Allim's ' met, 
I >T colllliiu (!l'ncl( and hamcly get 

Upo' her oarritch, 
I'lithlj Will! I lie ill your debt 

A |>ict o' porritch, 

At tlineB whan elie tnay luwse htr pack, 
I'ii grant that she can fiiul a linacic, 
To gar auld-warid wordiea clack 

In bamespun rhime. 
Whilo ilk ane at his liillie'e Lack 

Kei'pa gude Scots time. 

But she nmun v'va he glad to jook, 
And play teiit-bo frau nook to nook, 



ANSWER TO MR. J. S/s EPISTLE. 23 

Or blush as gin she had the yook 

Upo' her skin, 
Whan Bamsaj ^ or whan Pennicuik ^ 

Their lilts begin. 

At morning ear, or late at e*en, 
Qin ye sud hap to come and see ane. 
Nor niggard wife, nor greetin wee ane, 

Within my cloyster. 
Can challenge you and me frae preein* 

A caller oyster. 

Heh lad ! it wou'd be news indeed. 
War I to ride to bonny Tweed, 
Wha ne'er laid gamon o'er a steed 

Beyont Lusterrick ; ^ 
And auld shanks nag * wou'd tire, I dread, 

To pace to Berwick. 

You crack weel o' your lasses there. 
Their glancin' een and bisket bare ; 
But thof this town be smeekit sair, 

I'll wad a farden. 



1 AUan Ramsay. 

3 There are two Pennicuiks both poets. Ist, Dr. Alexander Pennicuik, 
author of the ' Description of Tweedale' and of various racy poems. 
^ was the friend of Ramsay, — died 1722. 2d, Alexander Pennicuik who 
^n 1720 published ' Streams from Helicon,' and in 1726 * Flowers from 
Parnassus.' He wrote also an ' Historical account of the Blue Blanket, 
<nr Craftsman's Banner.' None of these poets are at all such as to make 
^ogusson blush. 

8 Restalrig, an ancient village about a mile east from the Old town of 
Edinburig^, occupying the lower part of the vale which stretches from 
the sea-shore to Holyrood-house. It is curious that the vulgar Luster- 
Hekpreserres the proper ancient name more nearly than the polite, 
namely, Lestalric. 
4 The fteV- to go on foot to Berwick. See Glossary in loe. 



And Trap ilk comer o' the nntion,' 

Wi^'v.; kisses eke of recreation, 

Tliiit iit olose-mou's tak' up their statio 

By ten o'clock. 
The Lord deliver frae temptation 

A' honeBt fock ', 

Tlur qii^ana are ay upo' the oatoh 
For pureie, pocket-book, or watch, 
Arid can sae glibb their tceaina hatch, 

That you'll agree, 
Ye ciinna eithly meet theit match 

'Iweea you and me. 

Fnr tliis gude sample o' your akill, 
I'm restin you a pint i>' yale, 
I(y and attour a HighUiiid gill 

Of aquHviCte ; 
The whicli to come and sock at will, 

I here invite ye. 

Tho' jillet Fortune scoul and quarrel, 
And keep me fra« a hlen beef barrel, 



mi 



I 
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As lang's I've two-pence i' the warl', 

I'll ay be vockie 

To part a fadge or girdle farl 

Wi' Louthian Jockie. 

Farewell, my cock ! Lang may you thrive, 

Weel happit in a cozy hive ; 

And that your soul may never dive 

To Acheron, 
I'll wish as lang's I can subscrive 

Bob. Febousson. 



BRAID CLAITH. 

The poem of ' Braid Claith * expresses no doubt the touching 
^eriences of the poet himself, as certainly it does of many 
lilarly situated, who, conscious of genius, have nevertheless 
endure, simply because they are ** far in the shade, where 
rerty retires," 

** The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contomely, 
The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay, 
The insolenoe of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes." 

Hamlbt, Act III. Sc. 1. 

t Fergusson, as a poet, might have comforted himself out 
lis favourite Gay, ** The Muses, contrary to all other Ladies, 
r no distinction to dress, and never partially mistake the 
tness of embroidery for wit, or the modesty of want for 
ness.** — Tkt Beggca'a Opera, Player in Introduction, 
kill, " hard is the poor poet*s lot," for indeed the words of 
\ same author are most true : 

** If poverty pass by in tatter'd coat 
Curs vex his heels • • • 

If chance he mingles in the fnnale crowd 
Pride tosses high her head, scorn laughs alond 
And wonders at the impudence of want 
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Bids bauld to bear the gree awa', 

Wi' a' this graith, 
Whan bienly clad wi* shell fu' braw 

0' gude Braid Claith. 

Waesuck for him wha has nae fek o't I 
For he's a gowk they're sure to geek at, 
A chield that jie'er will be respekit 

While he draws breath, 
Till his four quarters are bedeckit 

Wi' gude Braid Claith. 

"" On Sabbath-days the barber spark, 
Whan he has done wi' scrapin wark 
Wr siller broachie in his sark, 

Gangs trigly, faith ! 
Or to the Meadows^ or the Park,^ 

In gude Braid Claith. 

Weel might ye trow, to see them there. 
That they to shave your haffits bare,. 
Or curl an' sleek a pickle hair, 

Wud be right laith. 
Whan pacing wi' a gawsy air 

In gude Braid Gaith. 

If ony mettled stirrah grien 
For favour frae a lady's ein, 

Hr. Bums' explanation removes this onUf * satisfactory meaning ' in the 
])lace cited. However, 'venture, attempt,' are meanings, as in Beat- 
tie to Ross: 

"We noriands manna /a'. To eat sae nice and gang sae bra'," Ac. 

1 A public-walk or promenade to the south of Edinburgh. There ap- 
peared in the Weekly Magazine, Vols. xix. p. 237 : and zxiv. p. 78, two 
1tf^lj[ humorous accounts of the then visitors to the ' Meadows.' 

3 The Queen's Park, another well-known promenade. 
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Without Braid Claith. 

Braid Claith lends fouk an unco heese, 
Makes inony kail-worms butter-flees, 
Gies mony a doctor his degrees 

For little skaith : 
In short, you may be what you please 

\Vi' gude Braid Claith, 

For thof ye had as wise a snout on, 
As Shakespeare or Sir Isaac Newton, 
Your judgment fouk wud hae a doubt on, 

ril tak' my aith. 
Till they cou'd see ye wi' a suit on 

0' gude Braid Claith. ^ 



1 Now, if ye're ane o' warld's folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak, 
And sklent on poverty their joke, 

Wi' bitter sneer, 
Wi' you no friendship will I troke, 

Nor cheap nor dear. 

Bums to Kennedy 



TO THE MEMORY OF DR. WILKIE. 29 



AN ECLOaUE 
TO THE MEMORY OF DR. WILLIAM WILKIE, 

I-^TE PROFESSOR OF NATURAL PHUX)SOPHY IN THE UNIVERSITY 

OF ST. ANDREWS. 

Born 5th October 1721.— Died 10th October 1772. 

[Dr. Wilkie was the hapless anthor of an Epic poem in 
iiine books (founded on the story of the Epigoni in the Iliad,) 
^which, to the confusion and dismay of the literary circles- of 
the day, he named the Epigoniad. It passed through two 
editions, and received the praises of Hume ; but the work was 
too inartistic and somnolent, and is now consigned, along with 
liis volume of Fables, "to the tomb of all the Capulets.** The 
sough of his eccentricities, however, has not yet departed from 
St. Andrews. It is still remembered, that his every-day street 
<lre3s usually consisted of several flannel jackets, waistcoats, 
«tnd top-coat, and over all a great-coat and gown^ and that, 
irom a dread of ague, he was wont to repose under only thir- 
teen pair of blankets, with the carpet doubled up for a bed- 
cover, and a pair of blankets wrapped round his night-gown, 
^. &c. : although perhaps the blankets of tradition increase 
in the ratio of Falstaif 's Knights. Underneath this ungainly 
exterior there beat a warm, human, benevolent heart ; nor 
^as his worth as a man, nor his ability as a professor, ever 
been questioned. — Fergusson does not forget the * success of 
Wilkie ' as an agriculturist. He had cultivated with great 
fikill a farm in the vicinity of St. Andrews ; and we must go 
back, observes Mr. Chambers, " to the time when our fathers 
were contented to raise small patclies of stunted corn here and 
there, on the uninclosed moor, in order to appreciate fully the 
I enterprise which merited the youthful poet's compliment — 

Lang had the thristles and the dockans been 
-In use to wag their taps upo' the green, 
Where now his bonn^ rigs delight the view, 
And thriving hedges drink the cauler dew." 

His farm lies in the parish of Cameron. It was, and continues 
to be, called 'Morton,' but being now ' leased' along with the 
neighbouring farm of Cameron, the name is rarely mentioned. 



BtAW saft, my reed, and kindlj to mj maen. 
Weal may ye thoie a saft and dowie strain ; 
Nile mair tv you shaU sliopherda in a ring, 
Wi' lilytliiiL'BE skip, or lasses lilt an' sing ; 
Siu somiiv iiuvr maun saddon ilka eie, 
An' ilka waefu' sheplierd grieve wi' me. 



\Vlmri.'fijr WcgiQ a. Bod an* dowie straio, 
dr banish lilting frae the Fifao plain) 
Tho' siTiiiiier'n gnna, an' we nae langer view 
Tlie bladiis o' olaver wat wj' pearla o' dew, ' 
Cauld winter's tilaokest blast we'll aithly cowr 
Our eldin's driven, an' oak har'st ia owr; 
Our rucks fu' thick are stackit i' the yard, 
For the Yule feast a sautit mart's prepsr'd; 
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The ingle-nook supplies the simmer fields, 
An' aft as mony gleefu' moments yields. 
Swyth man ! fling a' your sleepy springs awa*, 
An* on your canty whistle gie's a blaw : 
Blythness, I trow, maun lighten ilka eie, 
An* ilka canty callant sing like me. 



OBOBDIB. 

Na, na ; a canty spring wad now impart 
Just threefald sorrow to my heavy heart. 
Thof to the weet my ripen'd aits had fawn. 
Or shakewinds owr my riggs wi' pith had blawn. 
To this I cou'd hae said, " I carena by," 
Nor fund occasion now my cheeks to dry. 
Crosses like thae, or lake o* warld^s gear, 
Are naething whan we tyne a friend that's dear. 
Ah ! waes me for you, Willy ! mony a day 
Did I wi' you, on yon broom-thackit brae. 
Hound aff my sheep, an' lat them careless gang 
To harken to your cheery tale or sang ; 
Sangs that for ay, on Caledonia's strand. 
Shall sit the foremost 'mang her tunefu' band. 
I dream't yestreen his deadly wraith I saw 
Gang by my ein as white's the driven snaw ; 
My colley, Ringie, youf 'd an' yowl'd a' night, 
Cour'd an' crap near me in an unco' fright, 
I waken'd fley'd, an' shook baith lith an' limb ; 
A cauldness took me, an' my sight grew dim ; 
I kent that it forspak approachin' wae 
When my poor doggie was disturbit sae. 
Nae sooner did the day begin to dawn. 
Than I beyont the know fu' speedy ran, 
Whare I was keppit wi' the heavy tale 
That sets ilk dowie sangster to bewalL 



■\Vliile liiiuii)' lamljtM lick tlie dews of spring, 
WJiilij gLiLiJsiiii;ii w'!iis(.lB, -jt wliile birdiea sing. 



'Twal* iiii fnr wecl-tiiii'd verse ur Bangs nkne. 
iiu Ijijru thp hell fr.ie ilka Bliejiherd swnin, 
Natiirt: to hii]> liiul gi'ea a kindly lure, 
Dtup ii' her mystic ferlieB to uxplore: 
Fur :i' lifr secret Workings he could gie 
Ri.'a'ijiis that wi' her prinoiples iigree. 
Ye ftLw yuurauU liuvi woul hia uiailiu thrave ; 
Ay better fnugli'd an' enodit than the lave; 
Lang h[t.d the tbriftlcs ;in' the docknoB been 
In usu to wag their taps upo' the green, 
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Whare now his bonny riggs delight the yiew. 
An' thrivin' hedges drink the caller dew. ^ 

DATIE. 

They tell me, (}eordie, he had sic a gift 

That scarce a stamie blinkit frae the lift, 

But he wou*d some auld warld name for't find, 

As gart him keep it freshly in his mind : 

For this some ca*d him an uncanny wight ; 

The clash gaed round, " he had the second sight ;" 

A tale that never fail*d to be the pride 

Of grannies spinnin' at the ingle side. 

GEOBDIB. 

But now he's gane, an' Fame that, whan alive, 
Seenil lats ony o' her vot'ries thrive. 
Will frae his shinin' name a' motes withdraw. 
And on her loudest trump his praises blaw. 
Lang may his sacred banes untroubl'd rest ! 
Lang may his truff in gowans gay be drest ! 
Scholars and bards unheard of yet shall come. 
And stamp memorials on his grassy tomb. 
Which in yon antient kirkyard shall remain, 
Fam'd as the urn that hads the Mantuan swain. 



HALLOW-FAIR. 
[A Market held in November in the outskirts of Edinbnrgh.J 

At Hallowmas, whan nights grow lang. 
And stamies shine fu' clear, 

1 Dr. Wilkie had a form near St Andrews, in whieh he made remark- 
aide iminroTementa.— ^. See introductory note. 



And lii<] the trig made iiiiiideni com;; 

A Biglitlj jw tu 6eek i 
Al Uiillowfair, whence brywstors raru 

Kci^p gilds ale uR the gantries, 
\iid dinna scrimp ye □' a ekuir 

1 f keUmoka frae their pantries, 
Fu' Buut that day. 

I Icii' L'ouTitty Juhu in biLimet blue. 

And oko his Sunday's claise on, 
KitiB aftci' Slpg wi' riilculiiy aew, 

And Buppy kiesL-e hiy^ on ; 
.•^lir'll tauntiti sny, '■ Tfe Billy coof ! 

■' Bb o" your itnb mair Epairin'," 
111' "II tttk tho hint, and crieah her loof 

Wi' what will buy her Mrio', 
To diow that day. 

lUrc flmimioii hillieE tak their stand,' 
An' uliuw their bonny waUies; 

Wow. but tlicy lit- fu." gleg affhand 
To trick the silly fallcwa. 
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Heh, sirs ! what cairds and tinklers come, 
An' ne'er-do-weel horse-coupers, 

An' spae-wives fenzying to be dumb, 
Wi' a' siclike landloupers, 

To thrive that day. 

Here Sawny cries, frae Aberdeen, 

"Come ye to me fa need : 
The brawest shanks that e'er were seen 

"I'll sell ye cheap an' guid, 
" I wyt they are as protty hose 

"As come frae weyr or leem ; 
" Here tak' a rug and shaw's your pose : 

" Forseeth, my ain's but teem 

"An'Ughtthisday." 

Ye wives, as ye gang thro' the fair, 

mak your bargains hooly ! 
Of a' thir wylie louns beware. 

Or fegs they will ye spulzie. 
For faim-year Meg Thamson got, 

Frae thir mischievous villains, 
A scaw'd bit o' a penny note. 

That lost a score o' shillins - 
To her that day. 

The dinlin drums alarm our ears, 

The Serjeant screechs fu' loud, 
"A' gentlemen and volunteers 

" That wish your country gude, 
" Come here to me, and I sail gie 

" Twa guineas and a crown, 
" A bowl o' punch, that like the sea 

" Will soum a lang dragoon 

" Wi' ease this day." 



Whan r'hfsbuB ligB in Thetis lap, 

Auld Reibie gie's theai gbeller, 
Wliare cadgily they kiss the cap, 

An' ca't round belter alielter. 
Jock Bell gacd furth to pky his rreak=>, 

Great cause he had to rue it, 
For frae a stark Lochaber oix 

Ue got a damihewit 

Fu' sair that night. 

'■ Ohon !" quo' he, " I'd rather be 

" By sword or bagnet stickit, 
" Than ha'o my crown, or body wi' 

" Sic deadly weapons nickit.' 
Wi' th^it he gat anither Btraik, 

Mair weighty than before, 
That gur'd Mb feckleea body aik. 

An' spew the reikin gore, 

Pu' red that night. 

He peehiiig on the cawaey lay, 
O' kicks and cub's weel sair'd; 

A Highland aith the eerjeant ga'e 
" She maun pe sec our guard." 
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Out spak the weirlike corporal, 

" Pring in ta drunken sot." 
They trail'd him ben, an' by my saul, 

He paid his drunken groat 

For that neist day. 

(3k>od fock, as ye come frae the fair, 

Bide yont frae this blaek squad ; 
There's nae sic cankered pack ^ elsewhere 

Allow'd to wear cockade. 
Than the strong lion's hungry maw. 

Or tusk o' Russian bear, 
Frae their wanruly fellin' paw 

Mair cause ye ha'e to fear 

Your death that day. 

A wee soup drink dis unco weeP 

To had the heart aboon ; 
Its gude as lang's a canny chiel 

Can stand steeve in his shoon. 
But gin a birkie's owr weel saird 

It gars him aften stammer 
To pleys that bring him to the guard, 

An' eke the Gouticil-chawmir, 

With shame that day. 



I Var, savages. 

2 A wee drap whisky's unco gude ; 
It cheers the heart, an' warms the bluid. 
An' puts our spirits in gude mood : 

But tent neist verse : 
Ow're muckle o't pits fo'k red-wud 
An' sometimes warse. 
—David Sillab: * WkMv* Poenu, 1 voL 8vo., 1789, Kihnarnock, p. 41. 




1) low Macv c tiKBOS of td nlmrgli [Sir Wnltor Seoll, Lord 
Teffraj S.e A.i. ] from an afftd nate regard for tl e objeci of 
Fcr{;iiiisoii 6 1 ms «a1 t p rai a obtanci p e of the 
metal from wh h they tormed c ps haad belU aad other 
aach ntenads with conunemorat ve oscr pCionB Snel wag 
end of th li wanwordj cra^y dneome thing' — Hobert 
n tiers i. I don ofFe guaaon j fo ] 

WaswuaBi", crazy, dinsome thing, I 

As i^'er was fniiti'd. to jow or ring, ] 

W)iat. gar'd them sic in steeple hing 

They ken theniBel', 
liiit WHel wat I they ooudna bring 

War sDund* frae hell. 



What de'il are ye J that I shoud bann, 
Your neitlier kin to pat nur pan ; 
Ni.r uly pig. nor maiater-cann, 

But weel may gie 
Mair pleasure to the ear o' man 

Than stroke o' thee. 



Fleece merchants may look hald, I trow, 
Sinue a' Auld Reikie'a childer now 
JIaun atap their lugs wi' teatB o' woo, 
Thy sound to bang, 
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And keep it frae gawn thro* and thro* 

Wi' jarrin' twang. 

Tour noisy tongue, there's nae abideint, 
Like scaulding wife's, there is nae guideint : 
Whan I'm 'bout onj bus'ness eident, 

It's sair to thole ; 
To deave me, than, ye tak' a pride in't 

Wi' senseless knoll. 

! war I provost o' the town, 
I swear by a' the pow'rs aboon, 
I'd bring ye wi' a reesle down ; 

Nor shud you think 
(Sae sair I'd crack and clour your crown) 

Again to clink. 

For whan I've toom'd the muckle cap, 
An' fain wad fa' owr in a nap, 
Troth I coud doze as soun's a tap, 

Wer't na for thee. 
That gies the tither weary chap 

To waukin me. 

I dreamt ae night I saw Auld Nick ; 
Quo he, *' this bell o' mine's a trick, 
" A wylie piece o' politic, 

'^ A cunnin snare 
'' To trap fock in a cloven stick, 

" Ere they're aware. * 

" As lang's my dautit bell hings there, 
" A' body at the kirk will skair ; 

d2 
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Thj dciolfii' eliock. 

But far frie thee the bailiea dweU, 
Or they wud BCUimer at your kneil, 
Giu t)ie fuul thief his riyen bell. 

And than, I trow, 
The li)-wurd hada, " the du'il himsel' 

'■ Hia got his due." 



CALLER, WATER. 

WuAK father Adie first pat spade in 
Tlie liuiiny yeard of antient Eden, 
His aiiiry had nne liquor laid in, 

To firi! liie inou', 
Nur did he tlwlo hia wife's upbraidin' 

For being fou. 

A iialler burn o' Biller aheeu. 
[Ian L';inujlj out o'er the green, 

gtttoher'a drouth bad been 
To bide right sair, 



V To 



CALLER WATER. 
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He loutit down and drank bedeen 

A dainty skair.^ 

His bairns a' before the flood 
Had langer tack o* flesh and blood, 
And on mair pithy shanks they stood 

Than l^oah's line, 
Wha still hae been a feckless brood 

Wi' drinking wine. 

The fuddlin^ Bardies now-a-days 
Bin maukin-mad in Bacchus* praise, 
And limp and stoiter thro' their lays 

Anacreontic, 
While each his sea of wine displays 

As big's the Pontic. 

My muse will no gang far frae hame, 
Or scour a* airths to hound for fame ; 
In troth, the jillet ye might blame 

For thinking on't. 
Whan eithly she can find the theme 

OiaquaforU. 



This is the name that doctors use 
Their patients noddles to confuse ; 
Wi* simples clad in terms abstruse. 

They labour still, 



IL 



1 Hail! callor born;! chief o' Scots drink I 
To purchase thee we need nae clink : 
Just loat out owre a burny's brink. 

An' tak' our fill ; 
'Twill neither mak us glowr nor wink. 

Like whisky giU. 

— David Sillab. 
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Tho' joints aitt atiii' m oaj rung, 
Your |uth wV puiii be fairly dung, 
He yim in Caller Water flung 

Out o'er the lug-s, 
'Twill mik you 8uuple, swack and youus, 

Withouten drugs, 

Tho' chulic or the heart-Bcad teaie us, 
Or ony inward paia should Beine us, 
It uiiisters a' sic fell diseaaeB 

That would ye spulzit-, 
And brings them to a canny crisis 

Wi" little tulzit. 

Wer't na for it thu bonny lasses 

Would glowT nae mair in keeking glasses. 

And soon tine dint o' a' the graoea 

That aft conveen 
In gleefu' looks and bunny faces, 

To catch OUT ein. 

Tho fairest then might die a maid. 
And Cupid quit his shouting trade, 
V-<r wha thro' clorty masiiuenide 

Could than discover, 



Wbetber the fea^tiires under ehode 
Were worth » lover 1 

Ab aimmer nini bring Bimmer flow'rs 
And leaves to deed the birken bowers, 
8&e beauty gets by oaller ehow'rB, 

8ae rich a bloom 
Aa for eitate, or heavy dow'n 

Ait Btanda in Toom, 

What makes Auld Beikie'B damee aae fair, 
It canna be the haleeome air, 
But caUer bum heyond compare, 

The best ofony, 
That gars them a eio graoee skair, 

And blink Baa bonny. 

On May-day' in a &iry ring, 

We've Been them round St. Antbon's' spring. 
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13 of the vocat Epray, 
The Musf, and u.n. 



M1;TUAI, i.'uMPLAI.VT UF PLAiNSTANES AND 
CAUSEY. IN THEIR MOTHER-TONGUE. 

.^i.\fF. Merlin ' kid Auld Hi/ikie'a causey, 
And niiide her o' his wurtt right saucy, 
The spurious BtTeet and gude plainBtanes 
Wure iiiiver tenet to ctiick hut anes, 



id ernllejroeif nie Ti 
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Whil]E happened on the hinder night, 
Whan Fraser's ^ ulie tint its light, 
Of Highland sentries nane were waukin, 
To hear thir cronies glibblj taukin ; 
For them this wonder might hae rotten, 
And, like night robb'ry, been forgottep, 
Had na* a cadie, wi' his lanthron, 
Been gleg enough to hear them bant*rin, 
Wha came to me neist morning early, 
To gi*e me tidings o* this ferly. 

Te taunting lowns trow this nae joke, 
For anes the ass of Balaam spoke. 
Better than lawyers do, forsooth, 
For it spake naething but the truth ! 
Whether they follow its example, 
Tou*ll ken best whan you hear the sample. 

PLAINSTANES. 

My friend, thir hunder years and mair, 
WeVe been forfoughen late and air, 
In sun-shine, and in weety weather, 
Our thrawart lot we bure thegither. 
I never growl'd, but was content 
Whan ilk ane had an equal stent. 
But now to flyte I'se e'en be bauld, 
Whan I'm wi' sic a grievance thrall'd. 
How haps it, say, that mealy bakers, 
Hair-kaimers, crieshy gezy-makers, 

1 Contractor fbr the lami>8.— jP. From the Council R^;ister of 1554 we 
find fiiat ' owing to the frequent robberies and assaults at nighty* the 
Council ordered that year 'lanterns or bowets to be hung out in the 
streets and closes, by such persons and in such places as the magistrates 
should appoint, to continue burning from five o'clock in the evening till 
nine, which was judged a proper time for people to repair to their re- 
spective habitations.'— Ifiutland, p. 14. And thus nearly it continued 
' till gas with brilliant blase had shaded. The light of other days.' 



if 



Tlial erst tijight lend tliuir hearts a cliak 1 
Spi-ak, was I wade to liive the iadiu 
Uf UaJlio ciiairman htavj treadin, 
Wha in my teudor liuke boru holes 
Wi' wsefu' tackets i' the soals 
'.l' hruagB, whill: ou iny body traiiip, 
Aiid wound like death at ilka clamp, 



teU, ^^^ 
bio; ^^H 



Weil urawkit fritiid— It aft hads true, 
Wi' naetliiiig fock make rnaigt adu; 
Weul ken je, thu' ye doughtiiu 
I pay ihe eaireat kain mjaelli 
Owe ine ilk day big waggons ri 
And a' my Giliric hinc and jmnblo; 
(iwr me the muckle iiorsefl gallop, 
Knough to rog my very BauL up ; 
And oiNichnien never trow they're sinning, 
Wliile down the street their wheels are apinnil 
Like thee, do I not bide the brunt 
I)' Uighland chairman's heavy duiit 7 
Yet 1 hao never thought n breathing 
Complaint, or making din for naething. 
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PLAINSTANES. 

Had sae, and lat me get a word in, 
Tour back's best fitted for the burden ; 
And I can eithly tell you why, 
Ye're doughtier by far than I ; 
For whin-stanes, howkit frae the craigs, ^ 
May thole the prancing feet of naigs, 
Nor ever fear uncanny botches 
Frae clumsy carts or hackney-coaches, 
While I, a weak and feckless creature, 
Am moulded by a safter nature. 
Wi* mason's chissel dighted neat, 
To gar me look baith clean and feat, 
I scarce can bear a sairer thump 
Than comes frae sole of shoe or pump. 
I grant, indeed, that, now and than. 
Yield to a paten's pith I maun ; 
But patens, tho' they're aften plenty, 
Are ay laid down wi' feet fu tenty. 
And stroaks frae ladies, tho' they're teazing, 
I freely maun avow are pleasing. 

For what use was I made, I wonder. 
It was na tamely to chap under 
The weight o' ilka codroch chiel. 
That does my skin to targits peel ; 
But gin I guess aright, my trade is 
To fend frae skaith the bonny ladies, 
To keep the baimies free frae harms 
Whan airing in their nurses' arms. 
To be a safe and canny bield 
For growing youth or drooping eild. 

Take then frae me the heavy load 
0' burden-bearers heavy shod, 

1 Salisbury Crags, part of Arthur's Seat, near Edinbur^^h.. 



^ 



^ 



Antl hue a iiiagn.v,m daiaiatm datum.; 
For tl:u' frae Arthur's-aeat I sprang. 
And ^n\ in uonstitutioo Strang, 
Wa.d it nQ bet the hardest fitone 
BtMiea.th the Liicbcnbootbs ' to grane 1 
Tho' magistrates the Crogs " discard, 
It makes oB vhan thej Itave the Oufurd, " 




liuicifiil fnwWnatiun migln hsfBBugffCBifd the Idea of » LoPi 
.rnivliiigup ilii' midillo of Ihelllgh SIrcol. and defomiing IB 
■=|.lun.-Klo,'— aMTTTT— /ftiirtc/JftiIloffl!afi,o.Tt Aport«ito( 
h.>Li«e evnixme uf tU>^ curioiu OuUucKoit by Km;, No. CLIX. 
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A lumbersome and stinkin bigging, 
That rides the sairest on my rigging. 
Poor me owr meikle do ye blame, 
For tradesmen tramping on your wame, 
Yet a' your advocates and braw fock ^ 
Come still to me *twixt ane and twa clook, 
And never yet were kend to range 
At Charlie's Statue or Exchange. ^ 
Then tak your beaux and macaronies 
Gie me trades-fock and country Johnies ; 
The deil*s in*t gin ye dinna sign 
Tour sentiments conjunct wi* mine. 

PLAINSTANES. 

Gin we twa cou'd be as auld-farrant 
As gar the council gie a warrant, 
Ilk lown rebellious to tak, 
Wha walks not in the proper track, 
And o* three shilling Scottish suck him, 
Or in the water-hole ssdr douk him ; 
^ This might assist the poor's collection, 
And gie baith parties satisfaction. 

GAUSBT. 

But first, I think it will be good 
To bring it to the Robinhood, * 

There is an etching of Parliament Square by David Allan which 
libits all this 'gay procession ' yery graphically. 

Two places were laid with plainstanes for the conyenience of the 
rchauts, who, however, could never be prevailed on to take advantage 
them, but held to their old haunt on the ' causey' near the site of the 
«s. The statue of Charles II. in Parliament Square is referred ta 
B Exchange is well known. 

A new instituted society, held weekly in the Thistle Lodge, where 

grand concerns of the nation are debated by a set of juvenile Ciceros. 
\ A debating society where Claudero was wont to fignu^> subse- 
mOj called the Pantheon, and in which, it is worth while mentioningt 

B 
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Thp sun, wha take his leaTe tjf ThtlJs, 

And Cdniea to wniiken honest fock, 

That gang to wark at sns o'clock ; ,,^^_ 

It sets as to be dumli a white, ^^^^| 

And let our words gie place to toil. ^^^^| 



THE RISINr. OF THE SESSION. 



To a' men living be it kend, 
The Sesaion now is at an end : 
Writers, jour linger-nebba unbend, 

And quiit the pen, 
' Till Time wi' lyart paw shall send 

Bljthe June again.' 

Tir'd 0* the law, and a' its phrasea, 
The wylie writers, rich aa Ctjesub, 
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Hurl firae^ the town in hackney chaises, 

For country cheer : 
The powny that in spring-time grazes, 

Thrives a' the year. 

Ye lawyers, bid fareweel to lies, 
Fareweel to din, fareweel to fees, 
The canny hours o' rest may pleas& 

Instead o* siller : 
Hain*d multer hads the mill at ease, 

And finds the miller. 

Blyth they may be wha wanton play 
In fortune^s bonny blinkin ray, 
Fu* weel can they ding dool away 

Wi' comrades couthy^ 
And never dree a hungert day. 

Or e'ening drouthy. 

Ohon the day for him that's laid, 
In dowie poortith's caldrife shade, 
Ablins o*er honest for his trade. 

He racks his wits, 
How he may get his bulk weel clad. 

And fill his guts. 

The farmers* sons, as yap as sparrows, 
Are glad, I trow, to fiee the barras. 
And whistle to the plough and harrows 

At barley seed : 
What writer wadna gang as far as 

He cou'd for bread. 

After their yokin, I wat weel 
They'll stoo the kebbuck to the heel ;. 
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Now gin a Notat ahuu'd lie wanted. 
You'll fiud the piUars' giijly planted i 
For little thing protests am granted 

Upo' a bill, 
Atid wi^ightiest matters covenanted 

For half a gill. 

Naf liodj takes a luorriing dribb 
0' llijlland gin Irae Robin Oibb ; - 
And tlio' Ik dram tu R^b's niaii sih 

Than is bis wife, 
IIl' iii.'iun take time to daut liis Rib 

Till filer's rife. 



of bulldiniti wliluli »eiv taunted by Uie iMnrs : 
'arruHi.rEliihiii.Uuie. lum. unilorthe'pUluii' 
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This vacance is a heavy doom 
On Indian Peter's coffee-room,^ 
For a' his china pigs are toom ; 

l^or do we see 
In wine the sucker biskets soom 

As light's a flee. 

But stop, my Muse, nor make a main. 
Pate disna fend on that alane;^ 
He can fell twa dogs wi' ae bane. 

While ither fock 
Maun rest themselves content wi' ane, 

Nor farer trock. 

Te change-house keepers never grumble, 
Tho' you a while your bickers whumble, 
Be unco patientfu* and humble. 

Nor mak' a din, 
Tho' gude joot binna kend to rumble 

Your weym within. 

Tou needna grudge to draw your breath 
For little mair than half a reath,^ 



I Peter Williamson, who, like Robin Gibb, kept a small tavern in the 
Cater House. He was one of the notabilities of Edinboii^b, havin}? 
been kidnapped in his boyhood ftom Aberdeen, and sold to a planter in 
the American colonies. He lived for several years among the Indians, 
whose dresses and customs he afterwards exhibited before the citizens 
of Edinburgh. Most truly does Fergusson say, " Pate disna fend on 
that alane." In addition to his tavern he was a pre-Rowland Hill, having 
established a penny post in the capital ; and published a Street Direc- 
toty. Moreover, we have seen his imprint on an edition of Sir David 
Undsay's Poems, and have in our possession a quaint advertisement of 
' Porter, etc., etc.* There is a portrait of him in Kay in conversation 
with Bruce, the Abyssinian traveller. No. LIX. Vol. I. Pt I. p. 138 sq. 

9 * Reath ' is a public-house (tavern) measure for liquors— used per- 
haps only in the taverns then immediately adjoining Parliament Square. 
I do not know the size of the measure, but flrom the (above) context, it 
must be a small one. Long disused, and not gi\en in Jamieson.— Ocmv> 
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PiKEBus, sair cow'd wi' simmer's hight, ^ 
Cours near the yird wi' blinking light ; 
Cauld shaw the haughs, nae mair bedight 

\Vi' simmer's claes, 
They heeze the heart o' dowy wight 

That thro' them gaes. 

Weel lo'es me o' you, business, now ; 
For ye'll weet mony a drouthy mou'. 
That's lang a eisning gane for you, 

Withouten fill 
< >' dribbles frae the gude brown cow, 

Or Highland gill. 

T^ho Court o' Session, weel wat I, 

Pitts ilk chiel's whittle i' the pye, 

Can criesh the slaw-gaun wheels whan dry, 

Till Session's done, 
Tho' they'll gie mony a cheep and cry 

Or twalt o' June. 



iiitiiiir-iUM by Mr. Poliert T>^^r>ls, >-'ecundus. [It is transferred by F( 
M)!! to ti?iie: you need not "j;riid^re so short a period."] 

1 Tilt' winter 'session' «as then (1773) opened on the I'ith of N< 
i>: v. 'Tlie I.a>t Sittiri;,' ..f the Old Court of .Session' is the subject < 
•I Kav -; riirious etehinps. (Sv. <JXXX.) 



THE BirriNG OF THE SBSSIOM. 

Ye benders &'. that dvrall in joot, 
YouT] tak jour liquor clean oap out, 
Synd your Tuouse-wabbB wi' reamiiig stout, 

While ye ha'e o&sh. 
And gar your cares a' tak the rout. 

An' thumb ne'er fysh. 

Rob Gibb's' grey gizz, new frizzl'd fin''. 
Will white OS ony snaw-ba' shine ; 
Weel does he lo'e the la wen coin 

Whan dossied down, 
For whisky gills or dribbs of wine 

In cauld forenoon. 

Barkeepers now, at outer door,' 
Tak tent as fock gang back and fore ; 
The Sent aae there but pays his score, 

Nane wins toll-free, 
Tbo' ye've a cause the bouse before. 

Or agent be. 

Gin ony here wi' canker knocks, 
And hae na lous'd his siller pocks. 
Ye need na think to fleetcb or cos ; 

" Clime, ahaw'a your gear ; 
" Ae soabbit yew Epilk twui^ty flocks, 

" Ye's no be here." 

Kow at the door they'll raise a plea ; 
Crack on, my lads I — for flyting's free 
For gin ye shou'd toogue-taeket te, 

The majr'a the pity, 
Wban BCftlding but and lien wc see 

Pendtate liu. 

ISeeSotrl.rBf'ti. : Ibid 
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" The ticnmost part u" my tisl nooi 
" I'll ripe for thi-e, 

' And Milling wave my hindmciBt ruuk 
" Far my decree." 

lint Law's a draw-well unco deep, 
Withouten rim lock out to keep ; 
.V doniian chiel, whiin dniol:, may dreep 

Fu" aleelj in, 
Hut tiuds the gate baitb stay and steep, 

F.reout he win. 



ODK TO THE BEE. 

Ih;iiiia, Iplytiisrime tuiieyour oauty reedg, 
.Vn' ivblciiiiiG to the gowany ineodB 
The pridu o' a' the insect thnmg, 
A Btnujgcr in the greoQ sac lang, 
Unfald ilk Imss and ilka brier, 
The bounties o' the gteesome year. 
Til him whase voice deliglita the spring, 
Wliase eouglix thu eaftest slumbtrs bring. 

The trees in Biiitiiier-cleethlng drest, 
Th< hillockn in their greencEt vest. 



ODK TO THE BEE. 



The braweat flow'rs rejoic'd we see, 
DisGlose their sweets, and oa' on thee, 
Bljthly to skim on wanton wjnt' 
Thro' a' the fwry haunts of spring. ' 

Whan fields hu'e got their dewy gift. 
And dawnio breaks upo' the lift. 
Then gang je're wa's thro' hight and how, 
Seek cauler haugh or Bunny know. 
Or ivy'd ■oraig or bumbacik brae, 
Whare in<liistry shall bid ye gae, 
Por hiney or fur waien store. 
To ding sad poortith frae your door. 

Cou'd feckless creature, mad, be wise, 
The aimtoer o' his lite to prize, 
In winter he might fend fa' bald, 
Hifl eild unkend to nippin cald, 
Yet thir, alas ! are antrin fock 
That lade their acape wi' winter stock. 
Auld age maist feckly glowrs right dour 
Upo' the wlinge of the poor, 
Wba hope for nae comforting, save 
That dowie dismal house, the grave. 
Then feeble man, be wise, take tent 
How iudustry can fetch content, 
Behad the bees whare'er they wing, 
Or thro' the bonny bow'rs of spring, 
Whare vi'lets cr whare roses blaw, 
And siller dew-drap a nightly fa'. 
Or whan on open bent they're seen, 
On heather-bell or thristle grcun 
The hiney'a still as sweet that flows 
Frae thristle cald or kendling rose. 

Frae this the liuiiiari race may learn 
Beflection's hiney'd drops to earn. 



l>clvo out the teiiHin'&Ri^atiri^; 
liut III n\y rL'iiuF be Biife, and free 
To livL', ;iml wurk, aud sing like me. 

Like tliee, by fanoj wiug'tl, thu Muse 
Suiiil^ uiir' and beartsonie u'er the dews, 
Fu' vtigie, and fu' blyth to crap 
Tlie winsume JQw'rs fiuc Nature's lap 
Twiniug her living garlaods there, 
That lyart lioie can ne'er impair. 



THE FARMER'S IKGLE. 

WiiAS gloming^ grey out o'er the welkin keeks, 
Wlian Biiti:! oa's his owsen to the byre, 
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Whan Thrasher John, sair dung, his barn-door steeks, 

And lusty lasses at the dighting tire : 
What bangs fu' leal the evenings coming cauld, 

And gars snaw-tapit winter freeze in vain : 
Oars dowie mortals look baith bljth and bauld, 

Nor fley'd wi* a' the poortith o* the plain ; 

Begin my Muse, and chant in hamely strain. 

Frae the big stack, weel winnow' t on the hill, 

Wi* divets theekit frae the weet and drift. 
Sods, peats, and heath'ry trufs the chimley fill, 

And gar their thick'ning smeck salute the lift ; 
The gudeman, new come hame, is blyth to find. 

Whan he out o'er the halland flings his een. 
That ilka turn is handled to his mind. 

That a' his housie looks sae cosh and clean ; 

For cleanly house looes he, tho' e'er sae mean. 

Weel kens the gudewife that the pleughs require 
A heartsome meltith, and refreshing synd 

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The short'ning winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating firae the pleugh ; 

The black'ning trains o' craws to their repose ; 
The toil-worn Cotter trae his labour goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks and his hoes, 

Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend, 
And, weary, o'er the moor his course does hameward bend. 

With reference to the word 'gloming ' or ' gloamin,' it is certainly a very 
picturesque and mellifluous one. Byron appends an interesting note 
concerning it, to his ' Elegy on Newstead Abbey,' into which he had thus 
introduced it, 

Where now the bats their wavering wings extend 
Soon as the gloaming spreads her waning shade. 

Stanza ix.. 

" Ai 'gloaming,' the Scottish word for twilight," says he, " is far more 
poetical and has been recommended hy many eminent literary men, parti- 
cularly by Dr. Moore in his letters to Bums, I have ventured to use it on 
tooonnt of its harmony." 
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AVail thuy to labouring lend an eidant hand, 
Tiii.'jM Tiis Ml Strang upo' the shnplost fiire, 

Nur God th«ir ataiuacks ever nt a stand, ^_ 

Fu' hale and bi;alth7 wad the; pa3» the day, ^^M 

At night in calmeEt eluinbers dosii fu' soiind. ^^| 

Nur ductor need their wearj life to epae, ^H 

Nor drogs their noddle and their sense confoand, 

Till death slip slecly on, and gi'e the hindmost wound. 



Un Bi«I(en food baa mony a doughty deed 

By Caledonia's anccBtors Iwen done ; 
By this did uionj- wight fii' weirlike bleed 

In briilzies frae the dawn to set o' sun; 
'TwaB this that bnic'd their gardies, BtifTandBti 

That bent the deidly yew in antient days, 
Liiid Denmark's daring Bons on yird alang, 

Oar'd ScDttish thristles bang the Bomaa bays ; 

Fur near our crest thoir heads they dooghtna t 
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The couthy cracks begin whan supper's o*er, 
The cheering bicker gars them glibly gash 

0' simmer's showery blinks and winters sour, 
Whase floods did erst their mailins produce hash : 

^Bout kirk and market eke their tales gae on, 
How Jock woo'd Jenny here to be his bride, 
And there how Marion, for a bastard son, 
Upo' the cutty-stool was forced to ride. 
The waefu' scald o' our Mess John to bide. 

The fient a chiep's amang the baimies now ; 

For a' their anger's wi' their hunger gane : 
Ay maun the childer, wi' a fastin mou'. 

Grumble and greet, and make an unco mane, 
Iq rangles round before the ingle's low : 

Frae gudame's mouth auld warld tale they hear, 
P* warlocks, louping round the wirrikow, 

C gaists that win in glen and kirk-yard drear, 

WhOk touzles a' their tap, and gars them shak wi' fear. 

For weel she rows that fiends and fairies be 

Sent frae the de'il to fleetch us to our ill ; 
That ky hae tint their milk wi' evil eie, 

And com been scowder'd on the glowing kill. 
O mock na this, my friends ! but rather mourn, 

Te in life's brawest spring wi' reason clear, 
Wi* eild our idle fieuicies a' return. 

And dim our dolefu' days wi' baimly fear ; 

The mind's ay cradled whan the grave is near. 

f et thrift, industrious, bides her latest days. 
The' age her sair dow'd front wi' runcles wave, 

Tet frae the russet lap the spindle plays. 
Her e'enin stent reels she as weel's the lave. 



On some feast-day, the wee-things buskit braw 
Shall heeze her heart up wi* a silent joy, 

Fu' cadgie that her head was up and saw 
Her ain spun cleething on a darling oy, 
Careless tho' death should make the feast her foy. 

In its auld lerroch ^ yet the deas ^ remains, 

Whare the gudeman aft streeks him at his ease, 
A warm and canny lean for weary banes, 

0' lab'rers doil^d upo' the wintry 2 leas. 
Bound him will badrins and the colly come. 

To wag their tail, and cast a thankfu' eie 
To him wha kindly flings them mony a crum 

0' kebbock whang'd, and dainty fadge to prie ; 

This a' the boon they crave, and a' the fee. 

Frae him the lads their morning counsel tak, 
What stacks he wants to thrash, what rigs to till, 

How big a bim maun lie on bassie's back. 
For meal and multure to the thirling mill. 

Niest the gudewife her hireling damsels bids 
Glovrr thro' the byre, and see the hawkies bound. 

Take tent case Crummy tak her wonted tids, 
And ca' the laiglen's treasure on the ground, 
Whilk spills a kebbuck nice, or yellow pound. 

Then a' the house for sleep begin to grien, 
Their joints to slack frae industry a while ; 

The leaden god fa's heavy on their ein, 
And hafliins steeks them frae their daily toil ; 



1 Lerroch, site, place. Deca, a long wooden settle or seat. It will be 
remembered by readers of Scott that David Deans was seated on the 
deas or turf-seat, at the end of the cottage, when Middlebui^h paid hioi 
the memorable visit concerning Effie. 

2 Vaur. vre&rj. 
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The cruizy too can only blink and bleer, 
The restit ingle's done the maist it dow ; ^ 

Tacksman and cottar eke to bed maun steer, 
Upo' the cod to clear their drumly pow, 
yill wauken'd by the dawning's ruddy glow. 

Peace to the husbandman and a' his tribe, 

Whase care fells a' our wants frae year to year ; 

Lang may his sock and couter turn the gleyb, 
And bauks o' corn bend down wi' laded ear. 

May Scotia's simmers ay look gay and green, 
Her yellow har'sts frae scowry blasts decreed ; 

May a' her tenants sit fu' snug and bien, 
Frae the hard grip of ails and poortith freed. 
And a lang lasting train o' peaceful hours succeed. 



SONG.— THE ' LEA-RIG.' 

[This excellent *■ Song has long been fagitively known to 
haTe been written by Fergasson, but was only positively 
affirmed to be so by Mr. Laing in his invaluable Notes to the 
' Museum ' on the authority of the Herd MSS., and which I 
am authorized to repeat. In his notes on the ^ Scottish Songs* 
in the 'Museum ' Bums says in reference to these words, " that 
they were mostly composed by poor Fergusson in one of his 
merry humours.'' The * mostly ' respects the refrain of the 
older words, a fragment of which Burns has preserved. 

Ill rowe thee o'er the lea-rig 

My ain kind dearie, ; 
111 rowe thee o'er the lea-rig 

My ain kind dearie, O, 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wat. 

And I were ne'er sae weaiy, 0, i 



I 



1 Auld wives kindle up their ingles 
I To last till ten. 

; AI.CX. PxviricuiK. Merry Wivez of Mussdburgk's welcome to Mary LHcktoix. 



JilluJed. ai aiipeurs to be soppmed lir a tasteful writer in lie 

Reofre-n-iliiri; Magnzine' for I>eceiaber 18-16, us his 'fragmani' 

[ihe ahoic] lioes nol eorre^pond to iheie so called recorercd 

word*' of a ■^at-granil-tnulher, which ccrtBlnly Burns nould 

imve been the last lo prase. Burns wrote the l>eauiifiil words 

-When o'er the hiU llio euslern biar' lo this air: but thev 

have not Jisidnced (ho*e of Fergusion, which a.re usnallif 

sun^ aloni: with the addilioiiul stasias bv Mr. Williftm Reid 

ofOllWoa', cfinfenormeril. In Wood's ■ Songs of Scotland. 

[Vol. I, p. 143} these 'additLons'ofHeid are appended to those 

of Bums, while I'o^nsson's b dismiised vhus: "Ferguason'i 

Eong, oF which |hey [fieid'sj were Intetided la be a continu- 

I »tion, is scarcely fit for insertion here." What! Ye gods anii 

I little fishes ! a R d d r the worse thun coDtemptihle 

I rhjmes subsi d li o g he work, on the principia thut 

I all "one's own g ne," for greatly superior old 

' words. As ca fi m ho inlerprelod aa an inu- 

undo, I could m m iticiiigll. I give the 'Song' 

■ (if FerguMon' was n hv Bums in Johnson's Scon 

I Musical Miis [i i I. Sote 49, p, Sli,] to the 

I old melodv which, with a 'ji^i' on the same subject, appear 

" Oswnlii,] 



iViLL ye gang o'er the lee-rig, 

nij- nin kind deary, ! 
Viid cuddle theii sas kindly, 

vii' rue, my kind deary f^ ' 

well daff, and ne'ur be weary O; 



They'll scug ill een frae you and me, 
mine ain kind deary ! 

Nae herds wi' kent, or colly there, 

Shall ever come to fear ye-0 ; 
But lav'rocks, whistling in the air, 

Shall woo, like me, their deary-0 I 
While others herd their lambs and ewes, 

And toil for warld's gear, my jo, 
Upon the lee my pleasure grows, 

Wi' you, my kind deary-0 ! 



THE GHAI8TS: A KIRK-YARD ECLOGUE. 

[The interlocutors in this poem are 'George Harriot' and 
' Geoige Watson/ who founded the well-known institutions in 
Edinburgh for the support and education of the sons of de- 
cayed citizens. These institutions, which are known respec- 
tively by the name of their founders, are immediately adjacent 
to Greyfriars Churchyard. The subject-matter of the * debate ' 
or* fly ting' gave rise, at the time, to a grievous paper-war, 
in which much ink was shed. The 'poem' gives the gist of 
it: bat the reader who is valiant enough will find full particu- 
lars in the collected pamphlets, squibs, &c. &c., of the period; 
and in the different well-known Lives of Herriot and Watson, 
by Dr. Steven and others.] 

Did you not say, on good Ann's day, 

And vow and did protest, Sir, 
That when Hanover should come o'er 

We surely should be blest, Sir ? 

An auld sang made new again. 

Wharb the braid planes in dowy murmurs wave 
Their antient taps out o'er the cauld-clad grave, 
Whare Geordie Girdwood,* mony a lang-spun day, 
Houkit for gentlest banes the humblest clay, 

1 The late sexton.— K ' Geordie' Girdwood was the most remarkable 
member of the remarkable fraternity of thi^ grave-diggers of Edinburgh. 
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Amang the bamlocba wiltT.liird emi-liurat l^Ama^ 
But uwie tht uight save yoa and I hae come 
Fne the duni iiiajL^ion^ uf the midnight tumb. 
Now whan l!ie dRwning's near, whun cuck maun uc 
And wi' his angry hougil gsr's witlidraw, 
Ayont tht kirk we'll atap, imd tbere take bicld, 
W}iilu thu hkick hours our nightly frt^dum jiuld. 



I'm wed content ; but binnn ciisaen down, 
Nnr trow the cock will ca' ye hame o'er soon, 
For tho' tbe tastern lift betakeua day, 
Changing her rokely black fur mantle grty, 
Nb« weirlikc tiird our knell vf parting rings. 
Nor sheds the caller moisture frae his wingft. 
Nature has uhune'd her course; the birds o' duy 
L'ljsiii' in silciiuQ on the bending Bpray, 
Whilu owlets round the craigs at noon-tide 6st'. 
And bludy hawks ait aingond on the trev, 

■111 wui ■ iiior" Olmo unUnui^ dniiik«n-l»>litn!i. wtthtnsd, UDtorlt 

'h<rilkJMtirK>''NU''«<AHn' for 'in,.i>; ■ luig-«i«"< dn;.' 1i was iDid 
lilm ih'it III tliu i.uime (if lilt luukuluiMl iluilc". lie ho^l turned en 
Owj^U" rliiinilijurt •tW" ilinw. llu hm lonit - tested [here b[ 
■iilL' Till' ''i'ulUih''Jtit-I)gi4>'ci>iiliilii mmif of )i» nilil, < ruugb, tv 
rMily-nllloil ' •nytfiKi. 
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Ion ! the land I yence held dear, 
e mak I for thy destruction near ; 
., Edina ! anes my dear abode, 
^al Jamie sway'd the sovereign rod, 
lest days, weel did I think bestowed, 
ihy poortith by wi' heaps o' gowd ; 
hee sonsy seem wi' mony a gift, 
thy stately turrets speel the lift : 
id Danish Jones, ^ wi' gimcrack pains, 
; sculpture fret the pliant stanes : 
id he affix my statue here, 
) busk wi' flow'rs ilk coming year ;^ 
s are sunk, my lands are barren now, 
my honour, like my flow'rs maun dow. 

WATSON. 

!ajor Weir,^ or some sic warlock wight, 
J beguilin' glamer o'er your sight ; 
»me kittle cantrup thrown, I ween, 
id in mirlygoes my ain twa ein, 
ight frae sense cou'd be believ'd 
lil hae my senses been deceiv'd), 

meg is supposed to have designed ' Heriot's HospitaL' See 
it Life of Jones recently written by the gifted son of Allan 
n, Mr. Peter Cunningham of Somerset House, 
usual to ' busk wi' flowers ' the statue of Heriot on his re- 
hday : and it is to this that, somewhat round-aboutly, Fer- 
;e8 him allude. 

.s a celebrated wizard in his ' day and generation,' and like 
fraternity went so far as to get himself hanged in 1678 there- 
ipot, say Chambers and Wilson, on which he was burned, 
ng bank of Greenside, has been rescued recently from all 
(X'iations by the erection of New Lady Glenorchy's Chapel 
ttrious memorials of this wizard, who by the way acquired 
Major, as did the notorious Porteous that of Captain, frxnn 
icer of that rank in the City-Guard, will be found scattered 
Scott's • Demonology,' Wilson, Chambers, and Geikie, in the 
ti. Tedder, lacking however his wonted ' birr,' supplies an odd 
ptive of the ' notions respecting his warlock doings.' [Na 
>f the Westbow.] 
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This moment, o*er the tap of Adam's tomb/ 
Fu* easy can I see your chiefest dome : 
Nae corbie fleein' there, nor Grouping craws. 
Seem to forspeak the ruin of thy haws, 
But a* your tow'rs in wonted order stand, 
Steeve as the rocks that hem our native land. 

HERBIOT. 

Think na I vent my well-a-day in vain, 
Kent ye the cause, ye sure wad join my mane. 
Black be the day^ that e'er to England's ground 
Scotland was eikit by the Union's bond ; 1 1 

For mony a menzie of destructive ills 
The country now maun brook frae mortmain bills, 
That void our test'ments, and can freely gie 
Sic will and scoup to the ordain'd trustee. 
That he may tir our stateliest riggins bare. 
Nor acres, houses, woods, ncjr fishins spare. 
Till he can lend the stoitering state a lift 
Wi' gowd in gowpins as a grassum gift ; 
In lieu o' whilk, we maun be weel content 
To tyne the capital at three per cent. 
A doughty sum indeed, whan now-a-days 
They raise provisions as the stents they raise, 



1 This is a conspicuous Mausoleum in Greyfriars churchyard belong- 
ing to the family of William Adam of Maryborough, architect, father of 
the somewhat celebrated Robert and James Adam, likewise architects. 

2 The manner in which the * pact' or Union was proceeded with, cer- 
tainly shall ever leave a stain upon the Scottish nobili^. All gloomy 
forebodings and. anticipations have happily been dissipated, still, plac- 
ing ourselves in the circumstances of Uiose who had felt the indigni- 
ties of England, and who proudly gloried in the nation's hard-won in- 
dependence, we cannot but have the deepest sympathy with illustrioas 
patriots like Belhaven and Fletcher, who saw nothing but blackaeu 
and calamity in tlie ' eiking ' of the two kingdoms : nor indeed can I 
help yet feeling that the gradual system of centralization in London, of 
all our important national institutions, is a matter against which 
Scotchmen ought, as one, to lift up a stalwart protesting voice. 
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bard the poor, and lat the rich chiels be, 
ir'd at ease by ither's industry. 
3 interest for my fund can scantly now 
a* my callants' backs, and stap their moii\ 
aaun their weyms wi' sairest hunger slack, 
duds in targets flaff upo' their back, 
they are doomed to keep a lasting Lent, 
Qg for England's weel at three per cent. 

WATSON. 

i Reikie than may bless the gowden times, 

honesty and poortith baith are crimes ; 

tie kend, when you and I endow'd 

>spitals for back-gaun burghers gude, 

'er our siller or our lands should bring 

3 bien living to a back-gaun king, 

;hanks to ministry ! is grown sae wise, 

ina chew the bitter cud of vice ; 

a, frae Oastlehill to Netherbow, 

onest houses baudy-houses grow, 

own wad never spier the price o' sin, 

nder younkers to the de'il to rin ; 

f some mortal grien for pious fame, 

ave the poor man's pray'r to sain his name, 

er maun a' be scattered by the claws 

iless, ravenous, and harpy laws. 

Lou'd I think, altho' the bill tak place, 

uncil winna lack sae meikle grace 

our heritage at wanworth gang, 

succeeding generations wrang 

N bien maintenance and walth o' lear, 

else had drappit to their children's skair; 

>ny a deep, and mony a rare engyne 

)rung frae Herriot's wark, and sprung frae mine, 



Will sell them flsheB in f-^l<ii1Jfu si-as, 
L'j"i" thfir tliviiiing cyuntry girn in sport, 
Liugh in their sleeVe, and iti;l a plivcf lit in: 



Kre thill ii:i/ uume, I'll 'many "Uf spirits pick 
Soiiii; gliaist that tiokes and conjures wi' Auld Nict 
Tu giir thi: windwi' rwuaher rumbles blaw. 
And wtiglLU';r tliudi than ever mortal saw : 
Fire flitu^'ht and hail, wi' tenfald fury's fires, 
Shall la; yird-laigh Edinik's airj- spires: 
Tweed shall rin roirtia' duwn his banks out o'vr. 
Till Sootluzid's out o' reach of England's powV ; 
Upo' the briny Bwean. jaws tu float. 
And uiijurn in dowj eauplis her dowy lot, 



VniiJerV tbu tutril) of wise Jluckenzit!' fani'd, 
Wliiisu laws rebellious bigotrj reclaiin'd, 
Freud the bail lund frae civenanting fo«ls, 
WIm tr*t Ii.'i'k fash'd us wi' unnuinber'd dooU ; 

1 till' 1" iiii'piiiep Mmiqileii'™* inmii'iliiuni In iifajftiani el 
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Till night we'll tak the swaird ahoon our pows, 
And than, whan she her ehon chariot rows, 
Well travel to the vaut wi' stealing stap, 
And wauk Mackenzie frae his quiet nap ; 
Tell him our ails, that he, wi' wonted skill, 
May fleg the schemers o' the mortmain-bill. 



LETTERS. 
TO R[OBERT] FERGUSSON. 

[These * Letters,' which have escaped all preceding editors 
of Fergusson, appeared originally in the * Perth Magazine of 
EjQowledge and Pleasure* in 1773. The * Weekly Magazine' 
of Bnddiman had a wide circulation in Perthshire: but the 
occasion of the 'Letters' was the appearance in the * Perth 
Magazine* of * The Farmer's Ingle' and others of the poems of 
Fergnsson. 'Andrew Gray* as well as *Wkistleha' are as- 
sumed names. It is understood that * Andrew * was the wise 
and facetious Dr. Toshack of Perth, with whom, it is still tra- 
ditionally remembered among the descendants of that witty 
son of ^sculapius, Fergnsson was on terms of intimacy, and 
on whose death he composed the Epigram given among his 
Knglish poems, p. 200.] 

Deed R., I e'en man dip my pen, 
But how to write I dinna ken ) 
For learning, I got fint a grain, 

To tell me how 
To write to ony gentleman 

Sic like as you. 

\ How blyth am I whan I do see 
A piece o' your fine poetrie. 
It gars me laugh fou merrilie, 

Because there's nane 



\ 
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Whan this je see, tak up jour pen 
And write word back to me again : 
And fou jou are, ipind lat me ken 

Without delay ; 
To hear ye're weel, I'll be right fain : 

Your's, Andbbw Gray. 

Whi8tle-ha\ June the 1«^ 1773. 



TO ANDREW GRAY. 

Nab langer byegane, than the streen, 
Tour couthy letter met my ein : 
I lang to wag a cutty speen 

On Amond water ; 
And claw the lips o' truncher tree'n 

And tak a clatter. 

" Frae Whistleha' " your muse doth cry ; 
Whare'er ye win I carena bye : 
Ye're no the laird o' Whistledry, 

As lang's ye can 
Wi' routh o' reekin' kail supply 

The inward man. 

You'll trow me billy, kail's fu' geed 
To synd an' peerify the bleid ; 
'Twill rin like ony scarlet reid. 

While patt ye put on 
Wi' wethers that round Amond feed, 

The primest mutton. 

Ane wad maist think ye'd been at Scoon, 
Whan kings wure there the Scottish crown ; 

I \ 



Her road awhile is rough an' round, 
All' few poetic gowans found; 
The stey braes o' the muses ground 

We scarce can crawl up ; 
But on the tap we're light as wind 

To scour an' gallop. 

Whau first ye sey'd to mak a riddle, 
You'd hae an unco fike an' piddle, 
All' ablins brak aff i' the middle. 

Like Sanny Butler : ^ 
'Tis ein sae wi' Apollo's fiddle. 

Before we wit lear. 

Then flegna at this weary practice. 
That's tane to get this wyly nack nice ; 
The eidant muse begins to crack wise, 

An' ne'er cry dule : 
It's idle-seat, that banefu' black vice, 

That gars her cool. 



1 In allusion, it is presumed, to the uncompleted but brilliant 
' lludibras.' 
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Andrew, at Whistleha', your ein 

May lippen for me very sien, 

For barley-scones my grinders grien, 

They're special eating ; 
Wi* bizzin cogs that ream abien 

Our thrapple weeting. 

Till than may you had hale and fier, 
That we to Maltman's browst may steer, 
And ilka care and ilka fear 

To dog-drive ding ; 
While cheek for chow we laugh and jeer 

And crack and sing. 

R. FEKQussoir. 
Edinburgh, June 2d<i, 1778. 



TO R[OBERT] FERGUSSON. 

At twall a clock, ae Saturday, 
Your letter came to Andrew Gray ; 
But weel a wat I canna' say 

Nor can I tell ye, 
How blyth I was a' that hale day, 

Tho' you sud fell me. 

The riddles they got leave to stand. 
To them I wad na pit a hand. 
Nor wad I split a single wand. 

For twonty pund ; 
Nor to the cow, worth, make a band, 

I was sae fond. 

Ye say ye lang to wag a speen, 

Wi' Andrew Gray your couthy frien' ; 

''' A 



Can equal you. 

Y-. ' ade me too. at nature keek; 
I wonder that ye yon way speak, 
• 'i^jd fifth it"^ nae into the breek 

0' Andrew Gray: 
A fouiihenlt'SS and silly leek, 

Xae worth a strae. 

Wliun first I sey'd the riddle makin', 
Tlif splits they aften took a brakin', 
And mony time pat me frae crackin' ; 

Yet soon I grew, 
That Ij as clever's eel or maukin, 

About them flew. 

But Nature, lad, is nae for me. 
For her my ein right canna' see, 
1 caiiria' touch her after thee, 

Nor s'all I meddle ; 
■'list jog on at the sauchen tree, 

And mak' a riddle. 

<)' Whistlt'dry Vm nae the laird, 
l''<»r 1 (»' a' thing am weel saird ; 



ON SEEIIia A BOTTERFLT IN THE HTRKET. i 

And tho' I ea^'t, the lint a, ahnird, 

Hm ought -nithint to be compar'd 
Wi' WhiBtleha. 

Whwi ye come up to WhiBtleh*', 
A good &t wather hame I'll <»', 
And a' tlie beastlj bleed I'll draw, 

Afore he dee, 
And gai Meg mak' hiro readj »■' 
For you and me. 

Syne to the browBter house well drive, 
And drink till we be like to nve. 
An' gin je like, iad, we B'all strive 

Wha's best at ungin' ; 
And keep our spiritB a' alive 

Wi' uueic riogin'. ■ 

! TOW ! how happy will we be, 
Whan sne anither's face wa see, 
I'm vera shier that ae for Ine, 

Fit end o' me will imoBt be, 
I'll be Bae fain. 

Ahdbbw Qr^y. 
Whisti.e)ia', Sept. Sth, 1773. 



OK SBEiyO A BDTTBBFLy IN THE OTBEET. 



Daft gowk, in macaroni dress. 
Are je come here to shew your face. 



iti'ay crook their mou' fu' sour at those 
Whase weird is still to creep, alas ! 
Unnotic'd 'mang the humble grass ; 
While you, wi' wings new buskit trim, 
Can far frae yird and reptiles skim ; 
Newfangle grown wi' new got form. 
You soar aboon your mither worm. 
Kind Nature lent but for a day 
II er wings to make ye sprush and gay ; 
In her habuliments a while 
Ye may your former sel' beguile. 
And ding awa' the vexing thought 
Of hourly d wining into nought, 
By beenging to your foppish brithers, 
Black corbies dress'd in peacocks feathers ; ^ 
Like thee they dander here an' there, 
Whan simmer's blinks are warm an' fair. 
An' loo to snuif the healthy balm 
Wlian ev'nin' spreads her wing sae calm ; 
But whan slie girns an' glowrs sae dowr 
Frae Borean houtf in angry show'r. 
Like thee they scoug frae street or iield, 
An' hap them in a lytlier bield; 

1 Tin- l;ililf .it tli4j • {'row und the borrowx'd feathers. 




For they war' never made to dree 
The adverse gloom o' Fortune's eie, 
Nor ever pried life's pining woes, 
Nor pu'd the prickles wi' the rose. 

Poor butterfly ! thy case I mourn, 
To green kail-yeard and fruits return : 
How cou'd you troke the mavis' note 
For " penny pies all-piping hot ? " 
Can lintie's music be compar'd 
Wi' gruntles frae the City-guard 1 ^ 
Or can our flow'rs at ten hours bell 
The gowan or the spink excel. 

Now shou'd our sclates wi' hailstanes ring. 
What cabbage fald wad screen your wing ? 
Say, fluttering fairy ! wer't thy hap 
To light beneath braw Nany's cap, 
Wad she, proud butterfly of May ! 
In pity lat you skaithless stay ; 
The furies glancing frae her ein 
Wad rug your wings o' siller sheen, 
That, wae for thee ! far, far outvy 
Her Paris artist's finest dye ; 
Then a' your bonny spraings wad fall. 
An' you a worm be left to crawl. 

To sic mishanter rins the laird 
Wha quats his ha'-house an' kail-yard. 
Grows politician, scours to court, 
Whare he's the laughing-stock and sport 
Of Ministers, wha jeer an' jibe. 
And heeze his hopes wi' thought o' bribe. 
Till in the end they flae him bare, 
Leave him to poortith, and to care, 



1 8ee p. 6, Note 2. 
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IIAME CONTEST.— A SATIHK. 



Some lock, lite bees, fu' glegly rin 
To bykcg bang'd fu' o' strifi; and din, 
And tiiievc and huddle crumb bj crumb, 
Till Ihej hare ecr&pt the dautit plumb,' 
Then craw fell cronaly o' their wark, 
Tell ii'ur their turners mart by mark, 
Vei darna think to lowse the pose, 
Tu aid their neighbours ails and woeE. 

Gif gipwd can futter thus the heart, 
And gar us act ess hiise a part, 
Sliall iium, a niggird noar-giwn elf! 
Rin to the tether's end fur pelf; 
Learn ilka cunzlcd scoundrers trick, 
\\'han a's done sell his saul to Nick : 
1 trovu they've coft the purchase dear. 
That gang sit! lengtiis for warldly gear. 

Now whaa the Dog-day " heats begin 
T<i birsel and to peel the skin. 
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May I lie streekit at my ease, 
Beneath the caller shady trees, 
(Far frae the din o' Borrowstown,) 
Whar water plays the haughs bedown, 
To jouk the simmer's rigor there, 
And breath a while the caller air 
*Mang herds an' honest cottar fock, 
That till the f&rm and feed the flock ; 
Careless o' mair, wha never fash 
To lade their kist wi' useless cash, 
But thank the gods for what they've sent 
0' health enough, and blyth content. 
An' pith, that helps them to stravaig 
Owr ilka cleugh and ilka craig, 
Unkend to a' the weary granes 
That aft arise frae gentler banes, 
On easy-chair that pamper'd lie, 
Wi' banefii' viands gustit high. 
And turn and fald their weary day. 
To rax and gaunt the live-lang day. 
Te sages, tell, was man e'er made 
To dree this hatefu' sluggard trade ? 
Steekit frae Nature's beauties a' 
That daily on his presence ca' ; 
At hame to gim, and whinge, and pine 
For fav'rite dishes, fav'rite wine : 
Come then, shake off thir sluggish ties. 
An' wi' the bird o' dawning rise ; 
On ilka bauk the clouds hae spread 
Wi' blobs o' dew a pearly bed ; 
Frae faulds nae mair the owsen rout. 
But to the fatt'ning clover lout, 
Whare they may feed at heart's content, 
Unyokit frae their winter's stent. 



Awa drives he ^'&liil^ ^6% 

Aod scarce tholas time to coul his wheel, 
Till hn's lord kena how far awa, 
At rtaij, or Wdl o" Spa', 
Or to Montpelier'a aafter air; 
For far atl' fowls hue feathere fair. 

There rest hiin weel ; for eith can we 
Sparo mony glakit gouta like he ; 
Tlioj'U tiili whare Tibur's waterB rise ; 
What sea receives the drUDilj prize, 
Thiit Jipvor wi' theii feet hac mett 
The marches o' their ain estate. 

The Arno and the Tibur lang 
Iliie run fell clear in Homnn sang ; 
But, save thii reverence of Buhoolg ! 
They're haith hut lifeless dowj pools, 
Dought the/ compare wi' Loony Tweed, 
Ab clear as ony lammer-head J 
Or are their eh ores niair ewcet and guy 
Than Fortha'a haugha or banks o' Tay 1^ 
Tho' there the herds cati jink the show'ra 
'Malig thriving vines an' myrtle bow'ls, 
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And blaw the reed to kittle strains, 
While echo's tongue commends their pains; 
Like ours, they canna warm the heart 
Wi' simple, saft, bewitching art. 
On Leader haughs an' Yarrow braes, 
Arcadian herds wad tyne their lays, 
To hear the mair melodious sounds 
That live on our poetic grounds. 

Come, Fancy ! come, and let us tread 
The simmer's flow'ry velvet bed, 
And a' your springs delightfu' lowse 
On Tweeda's banks or Cowdenknows, 
That, ta'en wi' thy inchanting sang, 
Our Scottish lads may round ye thrang, 
Sae pleas'd, they'll never fash again 
To court you on Italian plain ; 
Soon will they guess ye only wear 
The simple garb o' Nature here ; 
Mair comely far, an' fair to sight 
Whan in her easy cleething dight. 
Than in disguise ye was before 
On Tibur's, or on Amo's shore. 

Bangour ! ^ now the hills and dales 
Nae mair gi'e back thy tender tales ! 
The birks on Yarrow now deplore 
Thy moumfu' muse has left the shore : 
Near what bright bum or chrystal spring 
Did you your winsome whistle hing ? 

1 William Hamilton of Bangour, the author of the very touching 
»allad of the ' Braes of Yarrow ' and various songs and poems dis- 
anguished by refined taste and tenderness. — A very beautiful and care 
oily prepared edition of Hamilton has been recently published by Mr. 
IThomas G. Stevenson, of Edinburgh. He died at Lyons 1754, but was 
wrought over and interred in Holyrood. He must not be confounded, as 
las been done by Alexander Campbell and others, with Hamilton of 
iilbertfield, a very different and much more vigorous writer. Both of the 
lamiltons were the contemporaries and fHends of Allan Ramsay. 
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In .Iiilf month, ae honnj mom,* 

Whan Nature's rt>lc<;lay green 
\\";is spread o'er ilka rigg o' com 

To chtum oui roving sen ; 
ijluuring ttlrout I Kaw a quean, 

Tho fairest 'oeath the lift ; 
lltr evn ware o' the siller eliLttn, 

IIiT ekin like snuwj drift, 

Bae white thnt day. 

i^iiud she, " I ferty unco siiir, 
'" That je aod luusand gae, 

" Yt wba hoe sung o' IlolloW'&ur, 
■■ Her winter's pranks andplaj: 



to Bib 1ul or mj- oite. wiiJi infihim of a Burnt' ItTio-poirer— » 
boweisr his pntboi and IkUcilJ of BUSHiiun. nbich an ttu — 
Ubenllj of .luDM BMIBp^iv^c hut unarAli lo the righi-bHTf' 
Dsrid VodiliT. nii'Irfilh FlmiM- wppliM vsrinm ictpei nniitlidW 
FFi^uUD,DT,dmerititHltentii]n,alIhaiiKh,a«ln Uijor Wdr. Wh9>«> 
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" Whan on Leith-Sands the raoera rare, 
" Wi' Jooty louns are met, 

" Their orrow pennies thtre to ware, 
" And drown themsol's in debt 

" Fu' deep that day." 

And wha are ye, my winsome dear. 

That takes the gate sae earlj 1 
Whare do ye win, gin ane may spier. 

For I right meikle ferly, 
That Bio braw buskit laughing laas 

Thir bonny blinks shou'd gi'e. 
An' loup like Hebe o'er the grass, 

As wanton and as free, 

Frae dule this day. 

" I dwall amang the caller springs 

« That weet the Land o' Cakes, 
" And aflen tune my canty strings 

" At bridals and late-wakcH . 
" They ca' me Mirth ; I ne'er was kend 

" To grumble or look sour, 
" But blyth wad be a lift to lend, 

" Gif ye wad sey my pow'r 

" An' pith this day." 

A bargain be't, and, by my feggs, 

Gif ye will be my mate, 
Wi' you I'll screw the cheery pegs. 

Ye shanna find me blate ; 
We'll reel an' ramble thro' the sands. 

And jeer wi' a' we meet ; 



A 
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AS lie IS less Knuwii, lue upeiuug sutuzas uiaj uui ue uuaccepuiuu 

* ♦ Forth I wauk'd, an' pensive, eyed 

A' nature dull an' dwinin' ; 
'Till skelpin owre the brae I spied 

A C^uean \vi' glorie shinin' : 
Iler face sha^-'d beautie's brightest pride, 

Averse to sad repinin' ; 
Her wavin' ringlets strave to hide 

Twa dimplin cheeks, inclinin 

To fun that day ! 

As forat cam' the bloomin maid, 

Nor stern, nor yet atfrighten'd ; 
Refore her care and sorrow fled, 

Her smiles the passions brighten'd ; 
Koinul her the Loves an' Graces play'd, 

An' a' her beauties highten'd ; 
Her looks a keen, firm soul display'd ; 

Her sparklin een enlightcn'd 

The scene that day ! 

A flo^vTie cha])letboimd her head. 

Fresh frae the hand o' nature, 
Whase glowin' colours, white an' red, 

Set aff ilk lovelie feature ; 
Around her flow'd a tartan plaid. 

The rainbow's dyes nae better ; 
Grace was in ilka step she made. 

Proportion in lier stature 

An' shape that day ! 

Sae, in mild, simple beautie drest, 

I've seen my Nancy comin' 
To make the hour completelie blest, 

Wi' jdeasure i>ast a' summin'. — 
Wi' sinilin' lace I forat prest. 

Her breath the air perfumin', 



// 
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Ere servant maids had wont to rise 

To seeth the breakfast kettle, 
Ilk dame her brawest ribbons tries, 

To put her on her mettle, 
Wi* wiles some silly chiel to trap, 

(And troth he's fain to get her,) 
But she'll craw knieflj in his crap. 

Whan, wow ! he canna flit her 

Frae hame that day. 

Now, mony a scaw'd and bare-ars'd lown 

Rise early to their wark. 
Enough to fley a muckle town, 

Wi' dinsome squeel and bark. 
" Here is the true an' faithfu' list 

" 0' Noblemen and Horses ; 
" Their eild, their weight, their height, their grist, 

" That rin for Plates or Purses 
Fu' fleet this day." 

An' catch'd her in my arms, an' kiss'd 
Her lips, like roses bloomin' 

An' sweet that day ! 

Howt! let a be ! she smilin' says ; 

Tak' me for an adviser ; 
TeVe aft been wam'd against sic ways, 

Bat never hae grown wiser. 
Whan passion a' her charms displays. 

Learn bravelie to despise her. — 
Now the Kern-Supper claims your lays> 

Where monie fiinnie ploys were 

Beath night an' day ! 

Beauty, quo I, need never fear 

That I her suit reAise. — 
But what's your name ? I fain would spier.— 

Quo she, your youthfu' Muse : 
I'm come your pensive wauks to cheer, 

Gif yell my service use. — 
'Tis doon, quo I, my bonnie dear ! 

I'm yours — ^gif you'll excuse 

My fauts this day ! 

PoevM, VoL I., pp. 138—141. II 
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As lang's their pith or siller dow, 
They're dafl&n', and they're drinking. 

Bedown Leith Walk what burrochs reel 
Of ilka trade and station, 

That gar their wives an' childer feel 
Toom weyms for their libation 
0' drink thir days. 

The browster wives thegither harl 

A' trash that they can &t' on ; 
They rake the grounds o' ilka barrel, 

To profit by the la wen : 
For weel wat they a skin leal het 

For drinking needs nae hire ; 
At drumbly gear they take nae pet ; 

Foul water sleekens fire 

And drouth thir days. 

They say, ill ale has been the deid 

0' mony a beirdly lown ; 
Then dinna gape like gleds wi' greed 

To sweel hail bickers down : 
Gin Lord send mony ane the morn, 

They'll ban fu' sair the time 
That e'er they toutit aff the horn 

Which wambles thro' their weym 
Wi' pain that day. 

* 

The Buchan bodies thro' the beech 

Their bunch of Findrums cry. 
An' skirl out haul', in Norland speech, 

" Gueed speldings, fa will buy." 

t^,' concerning: whom let me ask all readers to consult that mine of 
trions Scotic memorials, Mr. Daniel Wilson's ' Edinburgh in the Olden 
ime.' 2vols. 4to. 

h3 




VM !i i \ip-j ms 1« : ^— ^^^ 

At nr=t the gute seems fair an' straughc, 

.S -• thrv i.Lid fairlv till her ; 
]ju'. '.V -.v : in rpite «j* a' their maught, 
Thvv're rovkit o' their siller 

An' goud that day. 

Around whareer ve tuns' vour een. 

Thu Laiks like wind are scourin' ; 
Some chaises hunest fulk contain. 

An* some hae mony a whore in ; 
Wi" rose and lily, red and white, 

They gie tht-njaelves sic tit airs, 
Like Dian, they will seem perfite; 

But its nae goud that glitters 

Wi them thir days. 

1 Idc '.Mint: othei-wisf i-allefl ' Ninei>ins,' which forms the sul 
K i-t fJcikie's a(liiiiral)le etchinjjs, No. 58, and which, along wi 

..' ami *;;;, • L(;ith Kaccs,' well illustrates the present iK)em. 

napliif ally (li^scriln'S a hero ent,'age(l in the game : 

A hnrly Icton, wi' sweeping straikes. 

I« thr.'nig at rowly p>owly, 
i'l.ariii;; a buird o' gingbread cakes 

I'rai- a wee dindy cowly. 
lie rattles till tlic gruiid a' shakes, 

(lie's f,ct;n by his sweet ^lolly :) 
Wjial tlio' bis ii<>ucb be cleared o' niaiks. 

I'ools Miami pay for tlieir folly 
On sir a <lay. 

J.FiTH Ratk.s. Oeikici). 
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The lyon here, wi* open paw, 

May cleek in mony hunder, 
Wha geek at Scotland and her law. 

His wyly talons under ; 
For ken, tho* Jamie's laws are auld, 

(Thanks to the wise recorder), 
His lyon yet roars loud and bauld. 

To had the Whigs in order 

Sae prime this day. 

To town-guard drum of clangor clear, 

Baith men and steeds are raingit ; 
Some liveries red or yellow wear. 

And some are tartan spraingit : 
And now the red, the blue e'en-now 

Bids fairest for the market ; 
But, *ere the sport be done, I trow 

Their skins are gayly yarkit 

And peePd thir days. 

Siclike in Robinhood ^ debates. 

Whan twa chiels hae a pingle ; 
E'en-now some couli^ gets his aits. 

An' dirt wi' words they mingle. 
Till up loups he, wi' diction fu'. 

There's lang and dreech contesting ; 
For now they're near the point in view ; 

Now ten miles frae the question 
In hand that night. 

The races o'er, they hale the dools, 
Wi' drink o' a' kin-kind ; 



See note 3, p. 49. 

A collegian [student], a member of the University.— Convtmtniooted hjf 
, Robert Bums, Seaindus. Spoken usually of any one in contempt, \v 
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IIALLOWFAIR. 

Ti NE-" Fy ht us a* to Vie BridaV 

This liuniorous ballad-sonjx. like the 'Lea-rig,' had Ion 
tuLritively ax-ribed to Ferirusson, when Mr. Stenhouse,i 
iii- Nofcs to Joliii-oii'-^ Scot< Musical Museum, 451, p. 472 s( 
Ni'ic. p. '.)\\\\ v,|. V(;l. V.J assigned it positively to him, on ti 
;imh<iriry (it is understood) of Mr. David Herd, who only die 
in 1^1 <>. It was ori;iinally written for Mr. Herd, and wi 
l'ui>li.-lied postliumou>]y in the well-known Collection 
• Am i'.TU and Moihru Scottish Songs, Heroic Ballads, etc' 

\oN. 12II10, i7:«;. Vol. n. p. igo— in. 

Ilallowi'air is ada])ttMl iu tiie Museum to an old tune call 
'Wally Honey,' taken from Oswald's Caledonian Pocket Coi 
j'anicii. Bo(jk VH. p. 0. The reader may compare t 
' SijiiLT " with the ' Poem ' of Hallowfair (ante, p. 33 sq.)] 

Tiikue's fouth of braw Jockies and Jennies 

Comes weel-busked into the fair, 
With ril»bons on their cockernonies, 

And fouth o' fine flour on their hair.' 
.Alaggie she was sae well busked, 

That Willie was ty'd to his bride ; 
The poiiiiie was ne'er better whisked 

Wi' cudgel that hang frae his side. 
Sing farrel, kc. 

\ Wliitli w;js tlu'ii in fashion. 
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But Maggie was wondrous jealous 

To see Willie busked sae braw ; 
And Sawney he sat in the alehouse, 

And hard at the liquor did caw. 
There was Geordj that well loo*d his lassie. 

He touk the pint-stoup in his arms, 
And hugg*d it, and said, trouth they're saucy 

That loos nae a good father's bairn. 
Sing farrel, &c. 

There was Wattie the muirland laddie, 

That rides on the bonny grey cout, 
With sword by his side like a cadie, ^ 

To drive in the sheep and the knout. 
His doublet sae weel it did fit him. 

It scarcely came down to mid thigh, 
With hair pouther'd, hatt, and a feather. 

And housing at courpon and tee.^ 
Sing farrel, &c. 

But bruckie play'd boo to bausie, ^ 

And aff scour 'd the cout like the win : 
Poor Wattie he fell in the causie. 

And birs'd a' the bains in his skin. 
His pistols fell out of the hpulsters. 

And were a' bedaubed with dirt ; 
The folks they came round him in clusters, 

Some leugh, and cry'd. Lad was you hurt? 
Sing farrel, <Src. 



1 One who gains a livelihood by running errands. — See Jamiescn in loo. 

2 The horse-furniture at the crupper and the nose and head. 

8 Id est — The brucket or cow with brown spots bellowed to bausio, 
hich is applied to a fat sleek animal— the noise they made, firightened 
le cout or horse. 



\ 



Now it yias 1^ In tbe ev'niiig. 

And lroughtii:g-tiine wna drawing near; 
The ksscs h^d eteticli'd their greeuiug 

With fouth of liraw applus and beer. 
Tliure was liliie, and Tibbie, and Sibbie, 

And Ceiuy on. the spiiinell could apia, 
Stcjdd glowring at signs aad glass winaocks. 

But deil a aue tiade them come in. 
Sing farrel, &c. 

Gud guide's ] saw yuii ever the like o' it ? 

See yonder'a a bonny black swan ; 
It slowra aa't wad fain be at iia; 

What's yon that it hade in ita hands I 
Awii', daft gouk, cries Wattie, 

They're a' hut a rickle of stiiiks i 
Bue there is Bill, Jock, nnd atild Hackie, 

And yonder's Mess John and auld Nick. 
Sing farrel, kc. 

Quoth Maggie, coma buy ns our fairing ; 

And Wattie right eleoly ooii'd tell, 
1 think tliou're the flower of the olaughing 

In troutb now I'ae gie you my eeU. 
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But wha wau'd e'er thought it o' him, 

That e'er he had rippled the lint ] 
Sae proud was he o' his Maggie, 

Tho' she did baith scalie and squint.^ 
Sing farrel, &c. 
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ODE TO THE GOWDSPINK. 2 

Frae fields whare Spring her sweets has blawn 
Wi' caller verdure o'er the lawn, 
The gowdspink comes in new attire, 
The brawest 'mang the whistling choir, 
That, ere the sun can clear his ein, 
Wi' glib notes sane the simmer's green. 

Sure Nature berried mony a tree, 
For spraings and bonny spats to thee ; 
Nae mair the rainbow can impart 
Sic glowing ferlies 0' her art, 
Whase pencil wrought its freaks at will 
On thee the sey -piece o' her skill. 
Nae mair through straths in simmer dight 
We seek the rose to bless our sight ; 
Or bid the bonny wa'-flowers blaw ^ 
Whare yonder Ruin's crumblin' fa' : * 
Thy shining garments far outstrip 
The cherries upo' Hebe's lip, 
-> And fool the tints that Nature chose 
To busk and paint the crimson rose. 

1 The same— the one used in Scotland, the other in England : but it 
>pears that Fergusson applies ' scalie' to the person, as ill-formed, and 
quint ' to the eyes. 

2 The GK>ldiinch, the most beautiftil in its plumage of all Scottish 
'ngsters. It is variously known by the name goldie, goudie, goud- 
•ink, gowdspink. 

3 y<xr. sprout 4 Var. on yonder lofty snout 




;iiw3en gEstei 
Slill li;iiiiit!i yi-111 on the siaimer'B plain. 
And ti-.ipi jiiii 'mang tbe sudilea fa's 
O' « iuti-r's divarj dreepin' snaws. 
Nuw atuekit frae tlie giiwany field, 
t'rat ilka favorite houffnnd bield, 
lint riiorgh, aids ! to disuiignge 
Vijiir liunny booci frae fettering cage, 
Vijiir IhiL'-bora Ijtisom boats in vain 
Fur d.irliog liberty again. 
In window luing, how ftft we SM 
Tli'je kotk around at warblera free. 
That carrot suit, aod sweetly aing 
Wi' a' the WythneBS of the spring ) 
Likn Tantilua ' they hing you here 
To Epy the glories o' the year ; 
And thn' you're at the biiniie's brink, 
Thi'y douna Buffer you to drink. 

Ah, Liberty ! tlion hocny datiie, 
How wildly wnuton is thy Btrcam, 
Uoiiiid whilk the birdies Si' rejoice^ 
All' Inil you wi" a gratcfu' voice. 
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The gowdspink chatters joyous here, . 
And courts wi' gleesome sangs his peer : 
The mavis frae the new-bloom'd thorn 
Begins his kuds at earest morn ; 
And herd lowns louping o'er the grass, 
Need far less fleetching till their lass, 
Than paughtj damsels bred at courts, 
Wha thraw their mou's and take the dorts : 
But, reft of thee, fient flee we care 
For a' that life ahint can spare. 
The gowdspink, that sae lang has kend 
Thy happy sweets (his wonted friend). 
Her sad confinement ill can brook 
In some dark chamber's dowy nook ; 
Tho' Mary's hand his nebb supplies, 
Unkend to hunger's painfu' cries, 
Ev'n beauty canna chear the heart 
Frae life, frae liberty apart ; 
For now we tyne its wonted lay, 
Sae lightsome sweet, sae blythely gay. ^ 
y Thus Fortune aft a curse can gie, 
To wyle us far frae liberty : 
Then tent her sjrren smiles wha list, 
I'll ne'er envy your gimal's grist ; 
For whan fair freedom smiles nae mair. 
Care I for life % Shame fa' the hair : 
A field o'ergrown wi' rankest stubble, 
The essence of a paltry bubble. ^ 

1 The goldfinch hops from spray to spray, 

At large he flies o'er hill, and dale, and down : 
Is not each bush— each spreading tree his own ? 
What then are honours, pomp and gold ? 
Are these a price to purchase Liberty ? — Gat. 

2 Life without her's full of trouble, 
Nothing but a silly bubble. 

Ux. Pennicuik. 8(mg to the tune of Morning o' Oel)eriand. See Note 
p. 23. 



Xiiw VK niaj' olap yiiur wings an' craw. 

And. j^nyly i)ii?k ilk" feathtr, 
For Deacon Cocks hae paes'ii a law 

I'd ras an" weet your leather 

Wi' drink thir days. 

Haati:, Eppa, quo' John, an' bring my gezz! 

Tak tent je iiinua"t spulzie ; 
Last niglit the ba.cbur ga't a friz, 

An' straikit it wi' ulzie. 
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Hae done your paritch lassie Liz, 

Gi'e me my sark and gravat ; 
I^se be as brawls the Beacon is 

Wlian he taks afEdavit 

0' faith the day. 

Whar's Johnny gaun, cries neebor Bess^ 

That he's sae gayly bodin 
Wi* new kam'd wig, weel syndet fisice, 

Silk hose, for hamely hodin ? 
" Our Johnny's nae sraa' drink you'll guess, 

" He's trig as ony muir-cock, 
" An' forth to mak a Deacon, lass ; 

" He downa speak to poor fock 

Like us the day." 

The coat ben-by i' the kist-nook. 

That's been this towmonth swarmin, 
Is brought yence mair thereout to look, 

To fleg awa the vermin : 
Menzies o' moths an' flaes are shook, 

An' i' the floor they howder. 
Till in a bim beneath the croock 

They're singit wi a scowder 

To death that day. 

The canty cobler quats his sta', 

His rozet an' his lingans ; 
His buik has dree'd a sair, sair fa' 

Frae meals o' bread an' ingans : 
Now he's a pow o' wit and law. 

An' taunts at seals an' heels ; 
To Walker's ^ he can rin awa, 

The hotel which was in Prince's Street where the dinner took place 
er the election of the magistrates, which took place at Michaebnas 

i2 



Fu ling that day. 



Till' rliniii r dull!;, for bniudy 8traii|{ 

Tliuj' orj', to we*t their ttirapple, 
Tu gLir t)iu sLiuuitck bide the Ijaug. 

Nur wi' ita Istdtjn grapple, 
Tliu gr^iL'c is siiid— its nae uVt lacg; 

TIm claret roaiua in. bidls ; 
(juod DcucoD lot thu toitst round gang, 

" Ciinie, here's our nohle sui'a 

yf&e\ met the dny." 

\V<,'i;ls iiiu o' driiik, quo' cooper Will, 

My liarre! haa been geji'd ay, 
An' h.^s DU gotten sb a till 

Sill I'u' on hanilsel Teysday : 
But niakcs-na, now its got a eweel, 

Ae gird I ehanna i^ast lud, 
Or t'Isi: I wish the homed do'il 

Mny Will wi" kittle cast dad 

To hell the day r 




The Magistrates fu' wylj- are, 

Their lamps are gajlj blinking, 
But they might as leive bum elaewhere, 

When fock's bliod fu wi' drinking. 
Our Deacon wadna ca a, cbair, 

Thf foul one durst him na-say ; 
He took fhanks-iiaig, but ficat ma; care, 

He arBiing kisa'd the oawsej 

Wi' bir that night 

Wcel loeB me o' you, Boutet Jock, 

For tricks ye buit be trying, 
Whan greapin fur his ain "bed-stock, 

llu fa*H wharo Will's wife's lying. 
Will coming hame wi ither fock, 

He saw Jock there before him ; 
Wi' master laiglen, like a brock 

He did wi' etink maist smore him 

Fu' Strang that night. 

Then wi' a souple leathern whang 

He gart thuiu jidge &a' gim ay, 
« Faith, chiel, je's no for naethiog gang 

" Gin ye man reel my pirny." 
Syne wi' a inuckle alsliin lang 

He brodit Maggie's hurdies ; 
An' 'cause he thought her i' the wrang, 

There pasa'd nae bonny wordies 

'Maug them that night. 

Now, had some laird his lady fand, 

In sic unseemly courses, 
It might hae loos'd the haly band, 

Wi' law-suits an' divorces:' 



The ^'o»'d that Makes half a, cruwn 
Tliir liliidea lug oat to try thtiii, 

Tiiey [loiiuh tht guwd, nor faah the town 
Ftir W'.'li;hte un' scalea to weigh theui 
Exact that day. 

Tliun Dt^iuunstit the aounsel sttiiit 

To get theuGel's presentit: 
Flic tuwniDDtfafl twu their xaiul is lent. 

V«v the town's gude indentit ; 
Lang's their debating tliereaneiit ; 

About jirotoatB they're bauthriu, 
Whili! Sandy Fife,' to mak content, 

( in bells plays Clout the eaudron 
To them that day. 

Vo lowiie that troke in doctor's stuff. 

Vuti'll nuw hue Itnco Blaietere ; 
Wlian wiudy hlawB their Ktauiacka puff. 

They'll need Loith pills nu' plai«ters; 
Kor thu' cv'nuw they look right bluff, 

Siu drinks, 'ere hillocks meet, 
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TO THE PRINCIPAL AND PROFESSORS, &C. 103 



Will hap some deacons in a truff, 
Inrow'd in the lang leet ^ 

0' death yon night. 



T<) 

THE PRINCIPAL AKD PROFESSOR 

OK 

THE UNIVERSITY OF ST. ANDREWS, 

ON THEIR SUPERB TREAT TO DR. BAXUEL J0HX80K. 

[Boswell, in his 'Toar to the Hebrides,' records this 'snperb 
treat,* so genially 'flyted' aboat by Feigasson. 

''The Professors entertained ns with a Terjr good dinner. 
Present: Marison, Shaw, Cook, Hill, Haddo, Watson, Flint, 
Brown.— Stf6 Thursday, 19/A August [1778]."] 

St. Andrews town may look right gawsy, 
Nae grass will grow upo' her cawsey, 
Nor wa'-flowers of a yellow dye, 
Glour dowy o*er her ruins high, 
Sin Samy's head weel pang'd wi' lear, 
Has seen the Alma mater there : 
Regents, my winsome billy boys ! 
'Bout him youVe made an unco noise ; 
Nae doubt for him your bells wad clink 
To find him upon Eden's brink,'"^ 
An' a' things nicely set in order. 
Wad kep him on the Fifan border ; 

1 In the business, says Robert Chambers, of an Edinburgh muniidpal 
<*lGction, according to the old mode, a large list of eligible persons flmt 
Pi^ented by tlio trades, that the magistrates might shorten it, was call- 
|^<l the lang leet. When abridged, it was called the short leet. The word 
^ from the French ^lite, choice perwms. Death's endless list is here, 
^th hai)py humour, called his lang leet. 

2 A well-known river near St. Andrews. 



To heat tl]e<gp0fjito!E>ttIn'!fll)AfK ' ^^^^^" 

But liwir me lads i gin I'd been there, 
How I iv:id trimiu'd the 1 till o' fare! 
V-tr ne'iT sic snrly wiglit as he 
Hud iiiL't n-i' 610 respect frae me. 
Mind jL' rtli;itSaJU,i the lying loun! 
IT;is in liLs Diotionnr liiid downl 
That aits in Engliuid. are a feast 
To cow an' horae, an' Biean beast, 
While in Scots ground this growth was eomraoo 
To gust tlia g&li o" loan and woman. 
Tak tent, ye Regents ! then, an' hear 
My list a' gudely hfuuell gear, 
Sic as ha'e often rax'd the wyme 
< r hlyther fallows inony time ; 
Malr har<ly, aouple, steive an' awank, 
Tiian ever stood on Samy's shank. 
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Imprimis, then, a haggis fat, 
Weel tottled in a sejthing pat, 
Wi' spice and ingans weel ca'd thro' 
Had helped to gust the stirrah's mow, 
And placed itsel in truncher clean 
Before the gilpy's glowrin een. 

Secundoy then a gude sheep's head 
Whase hide was singit, never flead, 
And four black trotters cled wi' girsle, 
Bedown his throat had learn'd to hirsle. 
What think ye neist, o' gude fat brose 
To clag his ribs ? a dainty dose ! 
And white and bloody puddins routh, 
To gar the Doctor skirl, drouth ! 
Whan he cou'd never houp to merit 
A cordial glass o' reaming claret, 
But thraw his nose, and brize and pegh 
O'er the contents o' sma' ale quegh ; 
Then let his wisdom girn and snarl 
O'er a weel-tostit girdle farl. 
An' learn, that maugre o' his wame, 
lU bairns are ay best heard at hame. 

Drummond,^ lang syne, o' Hawthornden, 
The wyliest an' best o' men. 
Has gi'en you dishes ane or mae. 
That wad ha' gard his grinders play, 
Not to Roast Beef, 2 old England's life. 
But to the auld East Nook of Fife,^ 
Whare Creilian crafts cou'd weel ha'e gi'en 
Scate-rumples to ha'e clear'd his een ; 



I See ' Polemo Middinia ' in the original, or in the recent effective 
d broadly humorous rendering of it by the late lamented Professor 
nnant of St Andrews. 
\ Alluding to two tunes under these titles. — F. 



1 on for pease-cods an' gude lang kail. 

l)Lvall then, Sirs, and never send 

1' 'i' daintiths to regale a friend, 

< )r, like a torch at baith ends burning, 

Your house '11 soon grow mirk and mourning. 

What's this I hear some cynic say?' 
Robin, ye loun I its nae fair play ; 
Is there nae ithor subject rife 
To clap your thumb upon but Fife ? 
^;i\' o'er, youn<T man, you'll meet your corning, 
Than caption war, or charge of homing ; 
Some caiikor'd surly sour-mow'd carline 
Brt'd near the abbey o' Dumfarline, 
Your shoulders yet may gi'e a lounder, 
An' be of verse the mal-confounder. 

Come on, ye l.)lades ! but ere ye tulzie, 
( )r luick our fle?h wi' sword or gulzie, 



1 The I'lict refiTs t'< ;t • (luel-challenpc' which was addressed to him bj 
;i cliivalric trcntU'Mian in Dunfermline, who was highly offended with the 
( losiiitr it-'Hictions in the ' Kxpeditiou to Fife/ which see. Fergusson, 
Iii.wtvir, h.ul a(lniirir«: in Fife, for in a copy of verses which were sent 
U) tlic publivher of the ' \Vtfkly Mai^azine' from Fife, it is said, 

*' In Fife, ti..tli, ilka body's keen 
To see his verse: 
Faith ><.'.i may ^rreet wi' baith your e'en 
When Rob i;rows hearse." 

Vol. L. p. I'J- 
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Ne'er shaw your teeth, nor look like stink, 
Nor o'er an empty bicker blink : 
What weets the wizen an' the wyme, 
Will mend your prose and heal my rhyme. 



ELEGY ON JOHN HOGG, 

LATE POSTER TO THE UNIVERSITY OF ST. ANDREWS. 

[John was a great favoarite with the students. He was 
what is generally signified in Scotland by a " bien body," being 
proprietor of a park of land lying on the south-west of St. 
Andrews, betwixt the Mill Lead and Nether Bum, which now 
belongs to Mr. l)aYid Anderson, Farmer. It is a pretty little 
spot. He had likewise an acre of land on the other side of 
the *Bum:' and some house property in North Street, St. 
Andrews. John must have been somewhat parsimonious in 
his way, for it is told of him ^ among the old people in St. An- 
drews still,' that his wife, " his winsome Kate," was anxious on 
a time to get a * black silk cap ' [bonnet], but John said, " Na, 
what mair would the regents* wives hae?" meaning the Pro- 
fessors, who were then called regents. Mrs. Hogg, it would 
appear, was rather inclined ^' to be the ledy," and often urged 
John to allow her tea, which was not every one's beverage 
then, but John indulged her seldom, and when that outlay 
was made, he pinched her in the article of white bread, keep- 
ing her strictly to the bannocks or oat cakes. John [alas !] 
has no head-stone. His "dowy widow," whose name was 
Catharine Gourlay, was married again to Dean of Guild Lan- 
dale, a respectable man, a dyer in St. Andrews, whose * silver 
bair hangs first on the Silver Club of the ancient Grolf Club 
Society there, at this day. * Winsome Kate' survived Mr. 
Landale also : and I find that she kept a sewing school after 
his death. — Communicated in substance by John Buddo, Esq., 
Writer, St. Andrews."] 

Death, what's ado 1 the de'il be licket, 
1 Or wi' your stang ye ne'er had pricket, ' 

: ^^V 



Siu Pa.uly T.iin,^ wi' Ciinker'd snout, 
Kir.-it held the stiidente in about 
To wear their clai's as hlack as soot, 

Tliey ne'tr liad reaaon. 
Till death John's haffit ga'e a clout 

Sae out o' seas^on. 



Whun 


nimoTi flchools, 


fJet: 


lale the dulca, 


Andi 


tlie bowls 




cmmaok ; 


He kept 


rules 




ud^mic. 


!kh!i 


udimts now, 


To raep 


i( for chow, 



)iahop» from vhi>m 



ELEGY ON JOHN HOGG. 109 

And set our stamacks in a low, 

Or we turn'd tail. 

Ah, Johnny ! afben did I grumble 
Frae cozy bed fu' ear' to tumble ; 
Whan art and part Td been in some ill, 

Troth I was sweer. 
His words they brodit like a wumill 

Frae ear to ear. 

Whan I had been fu' laith to rise, 
John than begude to moralize : 
*^ The tither nap, the sluggard cries, 

" And turns him round ; 
" Sac spake auld Solomon the wise 

" Divine profound ! " 

Nae dominie, or wise mess John, 
Was better lear'd in Solomon ; 
He cited proverbs one by one 

Ilk vice to tame ; 
He gar'd ilk sinner sigh an' groan. 

And fear hell's flame. 

^' I hae nae meikle skill, quo' he, 

" In what you ca' philosophy ; 

^ It tells that baith the earth and sea 

" Rin round about ; 
" Either the Bible tells a lie. 

Or you're a' out. 

** Its i' the psalms o' David writ, 

" That this wide warld ne'er shou'd flit, 

** But on the waters coshly sit 

Fu' steeve and lasting ; 

K 



^v 



\ 



Hiiy ye, red gowns ! that aften here 
llae toaateil liakca to Kattiu's beer, 
(iiii e'ur thir diiya hae had their petr, 

Saehlyth, eaedaft; 
You'll iiu'tr again in life's career 

Sit ha'f fliie aaft. 

Vii' hutfit loolcB sae amooth and slei-b, 
John look'd like ony antiont Greet ; 
He was a Naa'rene a' the week, 

And doughtna tell out 
A hawliee Stoats to straik his cheek 

TiU Sunday fell out. 

For John ay lo'ed to turn the pence, 
Thought poortith waa a great offenoe ; 




'^ What recks tho' ye ken mood and tense 1 

" A hungry wyme 

" For gowd wad wi' them baith dispense 

" At ony time. 

'' Ye ken what ails maun ay befal 
" The chiel that will be prodigal ; 
*' When wasted to the very spaul 

" He turns his tusk, 
" For want o* comfort to his saul 

" hungry husk ! 

Ye royit lowns ! just do as he'd do ; 
For mony braw green shaw and meadow 
He's left to cheer his dowy widow, 

His winsome Kate, 
That to him prov'd a canny she-dow, 

Baith ear' and late. 



There's ne'er a scribe in a' our town 

That is mair keen 
0' cash, than this young thrifty loun 

Our couthy Men'. 

He owns, he " loves to turn the pence," 

Says — " Poortith is a great offence : 

" What recks tho' ye ken mood and tense ! 

" A hungry wyme 
" For gowd wad wi' them baith dispense ' 

At ony time. 

** Ye ken what ails maun ay befal 
** The chiel that will be prodigal ; 
*' When wasted to the very spaul 

" He turns his tusk, 
** For want o' comfort to his saul 

•• hungry husk !" 

JPerih Magazine, YoL vL pp. 51, 62 : October 8th, 1778. 
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A DRINK ECLOGUE. 

LANDLADY, BRANDT AND WHISKY. 

On auld worm-eaten skelf, in cellar dunk, 
Whare hearty benders syn'd their drouthy trunk, 
Twa chappin bottles, pang'd wi' liquor fu', 
Brandy the tane, the tither Whisky blue, 
Grew canker'd ; for the twa ware het within, 
An' het'Skin'd fock to fljrting soon begin ; 
The Frenchman fizz'd, and first wad foot the field. 
While paughty Scotsman scom'd to beenge or yield. 

BRANDY. 

Black be your fa ! ye cottar loun mislear'd, 
Blawn by the porters, chairman, city-guard ; ^ 
Ha'e ye nae breeding, that you cock ^ your nose 
Anent my sweetly gusted cordial dose. 
IVe been near pauky courts, and aften there 
Ha'e ca'd hystericks frae the dowy fair ; 
And courtiers aft gaed greening for my smack, 
To gar them bauldly glour, and gashly crack. 
The priest, to bang mishaunters black, and cares, 
Has sought me in his closet for his prayers. 
What tig then takes the fates, that they can thole, 
Thrawart to fix me in this weary hole, 
Sair fash'd wi' din, wi' darkness, and wi' stinks, 
Whare cheery day-light thro' the mirk ne'er blinks. 

WHISKY. 

But ye maun be content, and mauna rue, 
Tho' erst ye've bizz'd in bonny madam's mou' ; 

1 See p. 6, Note 2. 2 Var. shaw. 



A DRINK ECLOGUE. 113 

Wi' thoughts like thae your heart may sairly dunt ; 
The warld*s now chang'd, it*s no like use and wont ; 
For here, wae's me ! there's nouther lord nor laird 
Come to get heartscad frae their stamack skair'd : 
Nae mair your courtier louns will shaw their face. 
For they glowr eiry at a friend's disgrace : 
But heeze your heart up — Whan at court you hear 
The patriot's thrapple wat wi' reaming beer ; 
Whan chairman, weary wi' his daily gain, 
Can syn his whistle wi' the clear champaign ; 
Be hopefu', for the time will soon row round, 
Whan you'll nae langer dwall beneath the ground. 

BRANDY. 

Wanwordy gowk ! did I sae aften shine 
Wi' gowden glister thro' the chrystal fine, 
To thole your taunts, that seenil hae been seen 
Awa frae luggie, quegh, or truncher treein ; 
Gif honour wad but lat, a challenge shou'd 
Twin ye o' Highland tongue and Highland blude ; 
Wi' cairds like thee I scorn to file my thumb. 
For gentle spirits gentle breeding doom. 

WHISKY. 

Truly I think it right you get your alms, 
Your high heart humbled amang common drams ; 
Braw days for you, whan fools newfangle fain, 
Like ither countries better than their ain, 
For there ye never saw sic chancy days, 
Sic balls, assemblies, operas, or plays : 
Hame-o'er langsyne you ha'e been blyth to pack 
Your a' upon a sarkless soldier's back ; 
For you thir lads, as weel-lear'd trav'lers tell, 
Hae sell'd their sarks, gin sarks they'd had to sell. 
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...L Lu. ■ ihey toot, an' never speer my price: • 

\Vitiits< -for thee they hight their tenants' rent, | 

And till tht'ir lands wi' poortith, discontent ; i 

< Iiir thtiii o'er seas for cheaper mailins hunt. 
An* I'live their ain as hare's the Cairn-o'-mount. 

DKANDY. 

Tlio' luiicl:5 take toothfu's o' my warming sap, 
This dwines nor tenants' gear, nor cows their crap: , 
Fur l<»vc to you, there's Uiony a tenant gaes ' 

l*are-ai s'd and barefoot o'er the Highland braes : 
F^r v'.ii n:iL' mair the thrifty gudewife sees 
IIlt lueses kirn, or ])irze the dainty cheese; 
(.'ruiuniie nae niair for Jenny's hand will crune 
\\ i' uiiiknc'ss dreeping frae her teats adown: 
For y<j\\ o'er ear the ox his fate partakes. 
And Ill's a victim to the bludey aix. 

WHISKY. 

Willi is't that gars the greedy Bankers prieve 
The maiden's tocher, but the maiden's leave: 
i;y y(»u when spulzied o' her charming pose, 
She ilioh s in rurn the taunt o' cauldrife joes ; 
W i skc]j)s like this fock sit but seenil down 
In w ther-i:;:imni(>nd or how-towdy brown; 
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ng wi' dule, and fley'd for coming debt, 
ir their mou'-bits wi' their inoomes mett, 
b eneugh gif they ha'e wherewithal 
ly to tack their body and their saul. 

BRANDT. 

me poor poet, o'er as poor a pot, 

jar'd to crack sae crouse, ye haveril Scot ! 

jher politician, that embrues 

gue in thee, and reads the claiking news ; 

es heart for you ! that for ay maun dwell 

's garret, or in chairman's cell, 

shall yet on bien-clad tables stand, 

wi' a' the daintiths o' the land. 

WHISKY, 

1 1 ha'e been 'ere now the poet's flame, 
3z'd his sangs to mony blythsome theme. 
is't gar'd AUie's ^ chaunter chirm fu' clear, 
the saul, and music to the ear : 
earn but kens, and can repeat the lay 
herds streekit on the simmer brae, 
their whistle wi' the lav'rock bang, 
ken flocks the rural fields amang. 

BRANDY. 

e's the brouster-wife, and she can tell 
vin the day, and wha shou'd wear the bell ; 
ne your din, an' lat her judgment join 
verdict 'twixt your pley and mine. 



Ramsay. 

iditional Notes and Illustrations to Scottish Poetaa, Y . 



Till Bomu aulii uumciiulc, ttbliae out □' place. 
Near thi; vain upstart Bhaws his mengre face ; 
BiLiiil/ax'd hi; Iciupa frae sight, and j^okg his ken, 
Fley'd to be Ei.*en amang the taseel'd tr^in. 



AN KrLOCUE. 



1 

i 



'TwAs e'ening :k]ed gowdspink sung, 

Wlian new fa' ! u' clirjEtal hang ; 

Than Will and f>anQ] it thej''d wrouglit enei 

And loiis'd thdr salt toil'd uwaen frae the pleugh; 
Before tiiej oa'd tliuir ciittle to the tuwn, ' 
The lada to draw tliir breath e'tn sit thera dowu : 
To the stiff stHrdy aik thtj- lean'ii their hacks. 
While honest Sandiu thus began the crackB. 



Yenw I could hear the lavtrrjok's Bhrill-tim'd thnal, | 
And listen to the clattering gowdspink's note ; 
Yfnce I uou'd whistle cantiliy as they, 
To owBcn, as they till'd my raggit clay; 
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£at now I wou'd as leive maist lend my lugs 
To tuneless puddocks croakin i* the boggs ; 
I sigh at hame, a-field am dowie too, 
To sowf a tune, I'll never crook my mou. 

WILLIE. 

Foul £& me gif your bridal had na been 
Kae langer bygane than sin Hallow-e'en, 
I cou'd hae tell'd you but a warlock's art, 
That some daft lightlyin quean had stow'n your heart ; 
Oar beasties here will take their e'ehing pluck, 
^q' now sin Jock's gane hame the byres to muck, 
Fain wou'd I houp my friend will be inclin'd 
To gie me a' the secrets o' his mind : 
Heh ! Sandie, lad, what dool's come owr ye now. 
That you to whistle ne'er will crook your mou. 

SANDIE. 

Ah ! Willie, Willie, I may date my wae, 
Frae what beted me on my bridal day ; 
Sair may I rue the hour in which our hands 
Were knit thegither in the haly bands ; 
Sin that I thrave sae ill, in troth I fancy, 
Some fiend or fairy, nae sae very chancy. 
Has driven me by pauky wiles uncommon, 
To wed this flyting fury of a woman. 

WILLIE. 

Ah ! Sandie, aften hae I heard you tell, 
Amang the lasses a' she bure the bell ; 
And say, the modest glances o' her ein 
Ear dang the brightest beauties o' the green ; 
Ton ca'd her ay sae innocent, sae young, 
I thought she kent na how to use her tongue. 



Nor hit your wliisht be heard into the house ; 

I >u what she can, or be as loud's she please, 

XlVt mind lier flytes but set your heart at ease, 

Sit down and blaw your pipe, nor faush your thumb, 

An' th(jrt''s my hand she'll tire, and soon sing dumb; 

Snonir shou'd winter cald confine the sea, 

An' lat tlie sma'est o' our burns rin free ; 

Sooner at Yule- day shall the birk be drest, 

Or l)irds in sapless busses big their nest, 

Before a tongiiey woman's noisy plea 

8hou"d ever be a cause to dantan me. 



SANDIE. 1 

Wecl cou'd I this abide, but oh ! I fear \^ 

I'll soon be twin'd o' a' my warldly gear; ' 

My kirnstaff'now stands gizzand at the door, 
Mv cheese-rack toom that ne'er was toom before ; 
iMy ky may now rin rowting to the hill, 
And on the nakit yird their milkness spill ; 
Slie seenil lays her hand upon a turn, 
Xeglects the kebbuck, and forgets the kirn ; 
I vow my hair-mould milk would poison dogs, 
As it stands lapper'd in the dirty cogs. 

Before the seed I sell'd my ferra cow. 
An' wi' the profit coft a stane o' woo' : 



I thought, by priggin, that she might hae spua 
A plaidie, light, to screen me frae the sun ; 
But though the siller's scant, the cleedin dear, 
She has na ca'd about a wheel the year. 
Last ouk but ane I was frae hame a day, 
Buying a threave or twa o' bedding strae : 
0' ilka thing the woman had her will. 
Had fouth o' meal to bake, and hens to kill ; 
But hyn awa' to Edinbrough scoured she 
To get a making o' her fav'rite tea ; ^ 
And 'cause I left her not the weary clink, 
She sell't the very trunchers frae my bink. 

WILLIE. 

Her tea ! ah ! wae betide sic costly gear, 
Or them that ever wad the price o't spear. 
Sin my auld gutcher first the warld knew, 
Fouk had na fund the Indies, whare it grew. 
I mind mysell, its nae sae lang sin syne. 
Whan Auntie Marion did her stamack tyne. 
That Davs our gardener came frae Apple-bogg, 
An' gae her tea to tak by way o' drog. 

SANDIE. 

Whan ilka herd for cauld his fingers rubbs, 
An' cakes o' ice are seen upo' the dubbs ; 
At morning, whan frae pleugh or fauld I come, 
1*11 see a braw reek rising frae my lum. 
An' ablins think to get a rantin blaze 
^Q fley the frost awa' an' toast my taes ; 
-^ut whan I shoot my nose in, ten to ane 
If I weelfardly see my ane hearthstane ; 

1 See note prefixed to poem on ' Tea.' 



I| It's -wennn oin«^W»S-liPf!«"'-JOWr 

\i An' just betwHen the bear seed and the haj; 

ji Afl lung's :in nmiw iiioniing may Im ?par"d. 

I Stap your wii'b tast the hnligh, aa' ttll the laird; 

I For lie's a man wpfil vers'd in a' the laws, 

. I Kuns baith their outa iind iiia, their oniijlta and flaws. 

An' ay riglit gleg, whan things are out o' joint, 
I At Ea,ttlin o' a nioe ta kittle point. 
'! Hut yondcr'g J'-** ^ •'"'n ca" yiur owsen hame, 
, And tak thir t ir irawait damu, 

Thai yo'ri; awa mi iil to prif, 

:i And taki! your siippei or aowens wi' mu. 



VERSES ON VISITING DUMFRIES. 

[The viail wllleh OPi'asioncd [lie present sprightly rers« 
"■as jiatd iu 1773. The ]ioe[ was aeconipanied bv n Liw- . 
tenant Wilwjti. R. N, The two frionds had uafterf n«l& wg | 
from the Cajjilal to renew their scqiiamtanpo with Cli"^* i 
t^almoii, a felliiw poel, who had left Edinburgh to pursue li" 
l)iisine».H of a printer with Jlr. Jaekson, [he itpiri[ed publiibf , 
of[heDunirrieB Weekly Magaiiiie. Fraud of his visiUir, 5^' I 
mon introduced thu poet to his numerouu admirers in Din"' | 
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I Fergosson was treated with the most flattering and 
distinction. In the hoar of parting, being pressed 
;ome men^orial of his Nithsdale ' visit,' be wrote on 
t the present * verses.' 

ere, so far as I have been able to trace, ^rs^ published 
e of Fergasson in the * Lives of the Scottish Poets,' 
>mo. London, 1822. Vol. 2d, Part fv. pp. 76—77, 
ten supplied to the editor by Mayne the author of 
r Gun ' and other excellent Doric poems. Mayne 

I down at the time : and he always remembered with 
is * meeting * with Fergasson, to whom in his ' Poems ' 
loses an opportunity of paying a compliment.] 

: gods, sure, in some canny hoar, 

3onny Nith ha*e ta*en a tour, 

ere bonny blinks the cawler flow'r, 

Beside the stream ; 
[, sportive, there ha'e shawn their pow'r 

In fairy dream ! 

I Kirkhill^ here but kent the gaet, 
beauties on Dumfries that wait, 
i never turned his canker'd pate, 

0' satire keen, 
m ilka thing's sae trig and feat 

To please the een. 

n, the stirrah loo'd fu' weel 
ing the drinking loons to reel ; 
slaret brown or porter sweel, 

Whilk he cou'd get ; 
T a shank o' beef he'd peel, 

His craig to whet. 

II the satirist. Churchill fell in with what has been call- 
)nal ill-humour against the Scotch which arose out of the 
turrences of the commencement of the reign of Oeorge III. 
ecy of Famine/ a Scotch pastoral, is a most acrimonious, 
igorous caricature of Scottish disadvantages. 

L 
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...s muse, though dowf, the deil be i^ier/ 

Wi' blithest sang, 
The drink wad round Parnassus rin her 



Ere it were hvng ! 



Nae mair he'd sung to auld Mecaenas 
The blinking een o' bonny Venus ; 
His leave at ance he wud ha'e ta'en us 

For claret here. 
Which Jove and a' his gods still rain us 

Frae year to year ! 



O! Jove, man! gie's some orro pence, 
Mair siller, and a wee mair sense, 
rd big to you a rural spence. 

And bide a' simmer ; 
And cauld frae saul and body fence 

Wi' frequent brimmer ! 

1 Tlie chief innkeepers in Dumfries. The descendants of the latt^' 
f(Min the burden of several of Burns's stinging Epigrams. 
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TO MY AULD BREEK8. 

[This poem was the last Scottish piece of Fergusson's which 
)peared in the 'Magazine:' and onlj his 'Last Will' and 
Codicil ' followed. He was very soon missed in the * poet's 
trner,' as appears from a Postscript to a commanication in 
e Magazine, dated Lanark, February 7th, 1773. It is as fol- 
W8 : * Pray is your agreeable poet R. F. quite sunk, or dead 

law ? A lady told me, if he is to write any more, she would 

indsoraely subscribe, that he might not want a pair of 

jw breeks.* 1 " Handsomely subscribe !" What said Robert 

urns? 

" My curse upon your wbunstane hearts. 

Ye E'nbnigh gentry ! 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd his pantry I" * 

Now gae your wa's — Tho' anes as gude 
As ever happit flesh and blude, 
Yet part we maun — The case sae hard is, 
Amang the writers and the bardies, 
That lang they'll brook the auld I trow, 
Or neibours cry, " Weel brook the new ;" 
Still making tight wi' tither steek, 
The tither hole, the tither eik, ^ 



I Weekly Magazine, VoL xxiiL p. 272. 

I Burus's Epistle to William Simpson 1785. 

( The Rev. James Nicol, already quoted, in an ' Address to Poverty' 

7 forcibly fills up this picture. He personifies Poverty, and addresses 

n thus: 

I see thee, shiverin', wrinklet, auld, 

Cour owre a spimk that dies wi' cauld. 

Thy claise a' patch'd, a hunder-fauld ; 
Yet thro' the clouts 

Thy knees an' elbows, lookin bauld 
The storm salutes ! 

Wi' ae-e'ed specks, an' that e'e crackit, 
To darn thy hose thou hast the knack o't ; 
Now, steek on steek, they're gailie tackit ; 

But here's the warst o't, 
Whan by thy mouldie swall'd heels rackit, 

Again they'll burst out 

VoLi.p.48 8q. 
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'J'l. thiuk tluLt atBt ynii've liain'd my tail 
l''raa wind und weet, frae snaw and litiil, 
And fur TGwanl, wbau bald and huniuii!, 
Vriie gtu^Tei higb. to liroe a, tumble. 
Fur yuii I car'd, as lang's ye dow'd 
lie liii'd vii' sOler or ■wi' gowd : 
Xdiv to befriend, it wad lit folly, 
Your raggit hide an' pouches holey ; 
F'A- wlm but kons a puut's placka 
<i'-t niiiny weary flaws an' crackH, 
Arid caana tbole to iiae them tint, 
As hn foe fieenil slizts the mint t 
Yet round the warld keek fuid see, 
TliiU ithers fare us ill as thee; 
I'nr weel we lo'e the chiel we think 
C;i.n get UH tick, or gie ua drink, 
'I'ill o' his purse we've seen the bottuia. 
Then we despise, and ha'e forgot liim. 

Yi't grati'fu' hearts, to make amunda, 
"Will ay l>e sorry fov tlifir fri..Tn!a, 
And I for thee — As mony a time 
Wi" you I've Bpeel'd the braee o' rime, 
Whare for the time the Muse ne'er cam 
For siller, or do gnilefu' wares. 



4 



TO MY AULD BllEEKS. 125 



Wi' whilk we dnimly grow, and crabbit, 
Dowr, capernoited, thrawin gabbit, 
And blither, sister, friend and fae, 
Without remeid of kindred, slae. 

You've seen me round the bickers reeP 
Wi' heart as hale as temper'd steel, 
And face sae apen, free and blyth, 
Nor thought that sorrow there cou*d kyth ; 
But the niest moment this was lost, 
Like gowan in December's frost. 

Cou'd Prick-the-house but be sae handy 
To make the breeks and claise to stand ay, 
Thro' thick and thin wi* you I'd dash on. 
Nor mind the folly of the fashion : 
But hegh ! the times vicissitudo 
(Jars ither breeks decay as you do. 
Thae Macaronies, braw and windy, 
Maun fail — Sic transit gloria mundi / 

Now speed you to some madam's chaumer, 
That butt an' ben rings dule an' claumer. 
Ask her, in kindness, if she seeks 
In hidling ways to wear the breeks ? 
Safe you may dwall, tho' mould and motty, 
Beneath the veil o' under coatie. 
For this mair faults nor yours can screen 
Frae lover's quickest sense, his ein. 



I In a printed, but unpublished versified letter which Mr. Tboma8 
iddiman addressed to Burns immediately on the appearance of the 
ilmarnock or first edition of his poems, he makes some touching allu- 
)n8 to Fergnsson : and in one stanza introduces the line to which this 
>te is appended. * It is as follows : 

Poor Fergusson ! I kent him weel, 

He was a biythsome, canty chiel, 

•* IVe seen him roun' the bickers reel " 

An' lilt his sang, 
An' crack his joke, sae pat an' leal, 

Te'd ne'er thocht lang. 
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Fearing that power might plume his fiBtther 

And bid him stretch beyond the tether, 

Ilk morning to his lug wad oa' 

A tiny servant o* his ha', 

To tell him to improve his span, 

For Philip was, like him, a man. 



AULD REIKIE. 

rrhis poem of * Auld Reikie* was intended to beofcoM^" 
erablc leiigtli. The lines down to "Our New City sprw^ j 
iiroiiiul, lier bonny wings on fairy ground" were published M 
a snuiU tract in 1773, as * Canto 1/ with the following modert 
(Udication to Sir William Forbes, Baronet: "To Sir WilKao ; 
Forbes, Baronet, this poem is most respectfully dedicated, by 
liis most obedient and very humble servant, the Author.** Df- 
Irving tells us, (though without stating his authority,) tbit 
Sir William despised 

" The poor OTations of a minstrel's pnAte^ 
and tbat tbc result was, that unencouraged, the design was kft 
incompleted. The few additions and corrections first appeaieo 
in Ruddiman's supplement to Part I. of the Poems 1779.] 

Auld Reikie ! ^ wale o' ilka town 
That Scotland kens beneath the moon ; 

1 This higlily .ippropriatu p<>]uilar smihnqtiet cannot be traced beyoo* 
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Whare couthy chiela at e'ening meet 
Their bizzing craigs and mou*8 to weet : 
And blythly gar auld Care gae bye 
Wi' blinkit and wi' blearing eye : 
O'er long frae thee the Muse has been 
Sae frisky on the simmer's green, 
Whan flowers and gowans wont to glent 
In bonny blinks upo' the bent ; 
But now the leaves o' yellow die, 
Peel'd frae the branches, quickly fly ; 
And now frae nouther bush nor brier 
The speckled mavis greets your ear ; 
Nor bonny blackbird skims and roves 
To seek his love in yonder groves. 

Then, Reikie, welcome I Thou canst chariM 
Unfleggit by the year's alarm ; 
Not Boreas, that sae snelly blows, 
Dare here pap in his angry nose : 
Thanks to our dads, whase biggin stands 
A shelter to surrounding lands. 

Now morn, with bonny purpie-smiles, 
Kisses the air-cock o' St. Giles ; 
Rakin their ein, the servant lasses 
Early begin their lies and clashes ; 
Ilk tells her friend of saddest distress. 
That still she brooks frae scouUn^ mistress ; 

9 rei^n of Charles II. Tradition assigns the following as the origin of 
a phrase : — An old gentleman in Fife, designated Durham of Largo, 
18 in the habit, at the period mentioned, of regulating the time of even- 
i; worship by the appearance of the smoke of Edinburgh, which he 
aid easily see through the clear summer twilight, from his own door, 
hen he observed the smoke increase in density, in consequence of the 
od folk of the city preparing their supper, he would call all the family 
to the house, saying, ' It's time now, bairns, to tak the beuks, and 
ng to our beds, for yonder's Auld Reikie, I see, putting on her nicht- 
pl'—TracUtions of EdivtAtrgK, p. 147. Ed. 1817. [But query— did the 
*A folk of the city begin to prepare their supper in the clear sum- 
er twilight ? We trow not.] 
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.., Iiurii thftt 'neath tlie N'oro Locl^Tn^ 
Th y kindly ehowur Ediua'a rosts, 
Til qiiiukun and rrgnle our noses, 
Suw some fur tfiia, wV siityr's leesh, 
ILi'l- gi'eti aiild Edinburgh a creeeh:^ 
But trithaiit louring nocbt is awe«t ; 
Till- morning amells that hailuur bIu-hI. 
I'i\'pnrcj, and g^ntlj Isad the way 
Tu aim and gay ; 

Ktiinii'a ■ Bliare 

Iltr Bpii».-s tiea rare, 



Tlinn Im tlint s nev. 

All' fr^ his pMiiie 

Nuw BtHirhead a 

In Ijuukenliaoths, =' 

Their iiuigliboura Bl 

If ony louu sbou'd dander there. 

Of aulcword gate, and furtign ai 



yet been call'd 
his fauld. 

^icB, BcneeleBB fool*, 
id pride their ruled, 
i' ghjwi-ing tyc, 
faults descry; 
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They trace his steps, till they can tell 
His pedigree as weeFs himsell. 

Whan Phoebus blinks wi' warmer ray, 
And schools at noonday get the play, 
Then business, weighty business/ comes ; 
The trader glours ; he doubts, he hums : 
The lawyers eke to Cross repair, 
Their wigs to shaw, and toss an air ; 
While busy agent closely plies. 
And a' his kittle cases tries. 

Now Night, that's cunzied chief for fun, 
Is wi' her usual rites begun ; 
Thto* ilka gate the torches blaze, 
And globes send out their blinking rays. 
The usefu* cadie plies in street. 
To bide the profits o* his feet ; 
For by thir lads Auld Reikie's fock 
Ken but a sample o' the stock 
0* thieves, that nightly wad oppress. 
And make baith goods and gear the less. 
Near him the lazy chairman stands. 
And wats na how to turn his hands. 
Till some daft birky, ranting fu'. 
Has matters somewhere else to do ; 
The chairman willing, gi'es his light 
To deeds o* darkness and o' night : 

It's never sax pence for a lift 
That gars thir lads wi' fu'ness rift ; 
For they wi' better gear are paid. 
And whores and culls support their trade. 

Near some lamp-post, wi' dowy face, 
Wi' heavy een, and sour grimace. 
Stands she that beauty lang had kend. 
Whoredom her trade, and vice her end. 






^ 



That in the reek o's gardies fa' : 

(.'lose by his side, a feckless race 

<f macaronies shew their face, 

And think they're free frae skaith or harm, 

W'liile pith befriends their leaders arm: 

Vet fearfu' aften o' their maught, 

They quatt the glory o' the faught 

To this same warrior wha led 

Thae heroes to bright honour's bed ; 

And att the hack o' honour shines 

In bruiser's face wi' broken lines : 

of them sad tales he tells anon, 

A\'han ramble and whan fighting's done ; 

And, like Ilectorian, ne'er impairs 

The brag and glory o' his sairs. 

Whan feet in dirty gutters plash, 
And fock to wale their litstaps fash ; 
At night the macaroni drunk. 
In pools or gutters aftimes sunk; 
Ilegh ! what a fright he now appears, 
"Whan he his corpse dejected rears ! 
Look at that head, and think if there 
The pomet slaister'd up his hair I 
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The cheeks observe, where now cou'd shine 
The scancing glories o* carmine ? 
Ah, legs ! in vain the silk-worm there 
Display'd to view her eidant care ; 
For stink, instead of perfumes, grow, 
And clartj odours fragrant flow, 

Now some to porter some to punch. 
Some to their wife, and some their wench, 
Retire, while noisy ten-hours drum ^ 
Gars a' your trades gae dandring home. 
Now mony a club, jocose and free, 
Gi'e a' to merriment and glee ; 
Wi' sang and glass, they fley the pow'r 
0* care that wad harass the hour : 
For wine and Bacchus still bear down 
Our thrawart fortunes wildest frown : 
It maks you stark, and bauld, and brave, 
Ev'n whan descending to the grave. 

Now some, in Pandemonium's^ shade, 
Resume the gormandizing trade ; 
Whare eager looks, and glancing ein, 
Forespeak a heart and stamack keen. 
Gang on, my lads ; it's lang sin syne 
We kent auld Epicurus' line ; 
Save you the board wad cease to rise, 
Bedight wi' daintiths to the skies ; 



1 All the shops in the town were then (1778) shut at eight o'clock ; and 
>m that hour till ten— when the dram of the Town-Guard announced at 
ce a sort of licence for the deluging of the street with nuisances, and 
nraming of the inhabitants home to their beds— unrestrained scope 
is given to the delights of the table. No tradesman thought of going 
>me to his family till after he had spent an hour or two at his club, 
lis was universal and unfailing.— CoimvoZia. TradUioM cf Edinburgh, 
143 sq. Edit. 1847. 

2 A social club of the period, which bore this somewhat ominous sou- 
Iquet 




...x.iks bonny, wi' her smile serene. 
Tlio' joy maist part Auld Reikie owns, 
Ktrtsoons she kens sad sorrows frowns; 
AVhat group is yon sae dismal grim, 
AVi' liorrid aspect, deeding dim ? 
Says Doath, They'r mine, a dowy crew, 
To me they'll quickly pay their last adieu. 

How come mankind, whan lacking woe. 
In saulie's face their heart to show, 
As if they were a clock, to tell 
That grief in them had rung her bell ? 
Then, what is man ? why a' this phraze ? 
liife's spunk decay'd, nae mait can blaze. 
Let sober grief alone declare 
Our fond anxiety and care: 
Nor let the undertakers be 
The only waefu' friends we sc-e. 

Come on, my muse, and then rehearse 
The gloomiest theme in a' your verse : 
In morning, whan ane keeks about, 
Fu' blyth and free frae ail, nae doubt 
lie lippens not to be misled 
Ainang the regions of the dead ; 

1 This was a similar social club, concerning which see Appendix to 
Liti' (if Fcrfifusson. Note L. 

2 St>e Additional Notes and Illustrations to Scottish Poems. H. 
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But straight a painted oorp he sees, 
Lang streekit *neath its canopies. 
Soon, soon will this his mirth controul, 
And send damnation to his soul : 
Or when the dead-deal, (awful shape !) 
Makes frighted mankind gim and gape, 
Reflection then his reason sours, 
For the niest dead-deal may be ours. 
Whan Sybil led the Trojan down 
To haggard Pluto's dreary town. 
Shapes war nor thae, I freely ween, 
Oou'd never meet the soldier's ein. 

If kail sae green, or herbs, delight, 
Edina's street attracts the sight ; ^ 
Not Covent-garden, clad sae braw, 
Mair fouth o' herbs can eithly shaw : 
For mony a yeard is here sair sought, 
That kail and cabbage may be bought ; 
And healthfu' sallad to regale, 
Whan pampered wi' a heavy meal. 

Glour up the street in simmer mom, 
The birks sae green, and sweet brier-thorn, 
Wi' spraingit flow'rs that scent the gale, 
Ca' far awa' the morning smell, 
Wi' which our ladies flow'r-pat's fiU'd, 
And every noxious vapour kill'd. 

Nature ! canty, bly th and free, 
Whare is there keeking-glass like thee 1 
Is there on earth that can compare 
Wi' Mary's shape, and Mary's air, 



L The High Street betwoen the Tron Church and St Giles was at that 
Qe a vegetable market. 

M 
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Tiiat biioy up frae market cells ; ~~~ 
Whare waraos o' paunches sav'ry scent 
To nostrils gi'e great discontent. 
Now wha in Albion could expect 
0' cleanliness sic great neglect ] 
Nae Hottentot that daily lairs 
'Maiig tripe, or ither clarty wares, 
llutb ever yet conceiv'd, or seen 
Beyond the line, sic scenes unclean. 
Uii Sunday here, an altered scene 
0' men and manners meets our ein : 
Ane wad maist trow some people chose 
To change their faces wi' their clo'es, 
And fain wad gar ilk neighbour think 
They thirst for goodness, as for drink : 
But there's an unco dearth o' grace, 
Tiiat has nae mansion but the face, 



Hfil^'ht as the empurpled speck that grows, 
In saftust leaf o' freshest rose. 

William Taylor. Poeins. Ediii. 1777. 1 vol. Svo. 
3 The Gillespies, whose snuif is celebrated liy Fer;^usson, were twobro- 
tliers, one of wlioni was the toumler of the excellent Hospital at the bead 
of tlie Links, Hdinbur.Ljh. They realized a large fortune, mainly, it •* 
said, by hasini,' had a large stock of tobacco at the breaking out of the 
American war. Their portraits are given in Kay, No. LXXIV. p. '-'I3sq- 
Vol. II. part I, where interestini; memorabilia concerning them will be 
found. 
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And never can obtain a part 
In benmost comer of the heart. 
Why should religion make us sad, 
If good frae virtue's to be had 1 
Na, rather gleefu' turn your face ; 
Forsake hypocrisy, grimace ; 
And never have it understood 
You fleg mankind frae being good. 

In afternoon, a' brawly buskit, 
The joes and lasses loe to frisk it : 
Some take a great delight to place 
The modest bongrace ^ o'er the face ; 
Tho' you may see, if so inclined. 
The turning o' the leg behind. 
Now Comeley-garden^ and the Park*^ 
Refresh them after forenoon's wark ; 
Newhaven, Leith, or Canonmills,* 
Supply them in their Sunday's gills ; 
Whare writers aften spend their pence, 
To stock their heads wi' drink and sense. 

While dandring cits delight to stray 
To Castlehill, or public way, 
Whare they nae other purpose mean. 
Than that fool cause o' being seen ; 



1 The bongrace was a bonnet of silk and cane, in shape somewhat like 
modem bonnet — Female Dresses of Last Century. Chambers. 

2 Near Stockbridge, Edinburgh. 

3 King's— Queen's Park. Note 2. p. 27. 

4 A Tillage near Edinburgh, or rather part and portion of the city, 
lind an allusion in one of Alexander Pennecuik's odd poems to the 
Uage as one mill. The grandam of the Tinklarian Doctor in ' Meny 
des for the lang nights of Winter,' is told by him that her tongue 

• * ne'er lies still, 
Ay grinding like the Canno-miU. 

mnecuik was contemporary with Allan Ramsay. See note 2. p. 28. 

M 2 I' 
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To lloly-rood-house let me stray, 
And gi'e to musing a' the day ; 
Lamenting what auld Scotland knew 
]}icn days for ever frae her view : 
Hamilton,'- for shame ! the Muse 
Would pay to thee her couthy vows, 
Gill ye wad tent the humble strain, 
And gie's our dignity again : 
Fur ( ), waes me ! the thistle springs 
In domicile of ancient kings, 
Without a patriot, to regrete 
Our palace, and our ancient state. 

Klest place ! whar debtors dayly run, 
To rid themselves frae jail and dun ; 
Here, tho' sequester'd frae the din 
Tliat rings Auld Reikie's wa's within. 



1 If will be reiiieinborL'd tliat '* Arthur's Seat " is the title of a poetn 
in three Taiitos of Rioliartl Gall. The reverend biographer of this swtet 
lioet. ill annotating on the couplet 

" To sing the list o' beauties thrang, 
That ne'er hae swell'd the poet's sang," 

states that "he has seen a descriptive ])oem on Artliur's Seat," but thst 
" lie eanniit now (lSl!t) recollect by what autlior." It was written by 
Men ei-, author of the Sentimental Sailor, and occurs in a volume of his 
I'oeins. 4tu. 1774. 

2 The <]iike of Hamilton, hereditary keeper of the palace. 



Tet they may tread the eunny braes, 
And broob Apollo's cheery rays; 
Gloiirfrae St. Anthyii'e grassy height, 
O'er vaUs in aimnier claise liedight, 
Nor ever ling their head, I ween, 
Wi' jealous fuar o' being seen. 
May I, whantTer duns come nigh, 
And shake my garret wi' their cry, 
Scour here wt' haste, protection get, 
To screen mysell frae them and debt ; 
To breathe the bliee of oped sky, 
And Simoa Eraser's' bolts -duly 

Now gin a lawn shoald ha'e his clase 
In thread-bare autumn o' their days, 
St. Mary,^ brokers' jruftrdiuii eaint, 
WiU satisfy ilt aU and want 
For monj a hungry writer there 
DiTes down at night, wi' cleading bare. 
And quickly rises to the view 
A gentleman, periyte and new. 

1 " A better ^te tOr inich a buUdtug (SI. Aiitbonjr'i ChapelJ could not 
have H«to elected : &r the iihayd, sitiiBted uiong iherudi^ Bud pslhleul 

..riHUDs of the «clBBC«, con-fljing at IttUe ofirorldlj iottreat SB if ilhiid 
been tbs rout of IhedisMnt «8ail.»— Srorr Skart of JftHotAim, c. n. 

3 Set now 1. p. tS. The Ticlnage of Hnlfmod f BlHoe nu, and ie, k 
Sanctuaij— a pLnce of reftige for debton, who were jeiUiijIir called 
Abbej-Lidrds, aa Jennj hnmonniBl; wiswan Ibe 'Cock Laird:' 



ill Vie Abbeff. qootfa ibe. 



As hini^'s on Fife her billows roar, 

S;u' .arig shall ilk whase country's dear, 

Tu tliy rein'.'Uibrance gi'e a tear. 

l>y tliee Auld Keikie thrave, and grew 

Delii-htru' to her childer's view : 

Nae inair shall Glasgow striplings threap 

Tli'ir city's boauty and its shape, 

Wliik' uur UL'W city spreads around 

llcr bonny wings on fjiiry ground.- 

Ijiit provosts now that ne'er afford 

The sniat'st dignity to lord, 

Ne'er care tho' every scheme gae wild 

That I)runiniond's sacred hand has cull'd: 

The si)i^cious brig neglected lies, "^ 

Tho' plagu'd wi' pamphlets, dunn'd wi' cries ; 



1 (Jfoi-ire nrmniiiitml, whose name is still had in honour as a benevolent 
cliii'f iiiau'i-^trato. whose exertions were inninly instrumental in the estah- 
hshiiH'iit of tlif j.n-sent Intinnary. and cxtcnsitm of the city over the 
;,M"iiml-i to tlie nnrth. There is a marble bust of Drummond by Nol- 
Ickciis ill tlic Hall «»f the Hoyal Infirmary. 

1' 1 1 lie the poem its Canto 1. ended: the additions first appeared in 
Tart ll.ot" tli<' rot'm>< 177!): Kuddiman's Supplement to the volumeof 
177:i. 

:t In alhi>ioii to til.' state of the Nortli Hrid^je after its fall.— /*. This: 
iiiiliLrant, na\ lii-leoiis bridge is still the disj^raec of the first city in 

\'.\Wi>\"- 
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They heed not tho* destruction come 
To gulp us in her gaunting womb. 

shame ! that safety canna claim 
Protection from a provost's name, 
But hidden danger lies behind 

To torture and to fleg the mind ; 

1 may as weel bid Arthur's Seat 
To Berwick-law make gleg retreat, 
As think that either will or art 
Shall get the gate to win their heart ; 
For politics are a' their mark, 
Bribes latent, and corruption dark : 
If they can eithly turn the pence, 
Wi' city's good they will dispense ; 
Nor care tho' a' her sons were lair'd 
Ten fathom i' the auld kirk-yard. 

To sing yet meikle does remain, 
Undecent for a modest strain ; 
And since the poet's daily bread is 
The favour of the Muse or ladies, 
He downa like to gie offence 
To delicacy's bonny sense ; 
Therefore the stews remain unsung. 
And bawds in silence drop their tongue. 

Reikie, farewell ! I ne'er cou'd part 
Wi' thee but wi' a dowy heart ; 
Aft frae the Fifan coast I've seen 
Thee tow'ring on thy summit green ; 
So glowr the saints when first is given, 
A fev'rite keek o' glore and heaven ; 
On earth nae mair they bend their ein, 
But quick assume angelic mien ; 
So I on Fife wad glowr no more, 
But gallop to Edina's shore. 



I 
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Than this that spits wi' canker'd foam. 

Now nioisten weel your geyzan*d wa's 
Wi' couthy friends nnd hearty blaws ; 
N'e'cr lat your ]\o\)q o'ergang your days, 
Toreild and thraldom never stays : 
Tile day looks gaslh toot aff your horn, 
N')!' care yae strae about the mora. 



DDITIONAL NOTES AND ILLUSTIUTIONS. 



A.— ELEGY ON GREGORY, Page 1. 

ES80R David Gregory of St, Andrews, the subject of 

!gy, was the son of Professor Charles Gregory, who had 

)pointed to the chair by Queen Anne in 1707: and 

for thirty-two years, resigning in 1739 in favour of his 

vid. These Gregories were descended from a brother 

great-great-grandfather of the present respected and 

;ed Professor of Chemistry in the University of Edin- 

This was James Gregory, first of Aberdeen, and after- 

f Edinburgh, the inventor of the reflecting telescope. 

lovnng is a sketch of the descent of the families. 

David Gregory of James Gregory. 
Kinairdy. | 

I I Dr. James of 

d of James of Charles Aberdeen. 

. and St Andrews of | 

rdL and Edinr. St. Andrews. Dr. John of Aberdeen 

I I and Edinburgh, 

ivid, James David of I 

of also Professor St Andrews. Dr. James of • 

Ch., [?] I Edinr. 

'd. Charles. | 

J Dr. WiUm. of Aberdeen. 

Mrs. Graham and Edinr. 

Died 1814, | 

when this branch Professor William 

became extinct. Gregory, now of 

Eambui^h, a 

worthy representative 

of perhaps tiie 

most remarkable 

Family in Scotland. 

tmmwnotUed by Prcfeator Oregory and Prijieipal Lee of EdMbwrgh. 



B.— KING^S BIRTH-DAY, p. 16. 

^ Bruce, in his Poems, Ballads and Songs, 1 vol. 
13, has * Elegiac verses on the King's Birth^day 1812.' 
strophizes the Muse of Fergusson, and says: 



I>e thrown that day wi' glarie sweep, 

They'd get a settlin'. 

P. 140 sq. 

C'.-CITY Gl AKD, p. G. 

I iilndlv avail iiivself of iiri additional illustration of theTexl 
from Wilson's '^leniurials of Edinburgh in the Olden Time.' 

Anion": the more homclv associations of the Old Parliament 
Cio.^e, the festivities of the King's hirth-day demand a special 
notice, as ])erhaps tiie most popular among the long cherished 
ciistonis of our ancestors, which the present generation has 
l)tinlil gradually expire. It was usual on this annual festival 
t • iiuve a ])nl)lic repast in the Parliament Hall, where tables 
uerc laid out at the expense of the city, covered with wine 
and (■■ nlictioii'^, and the magistrates, judges, and nearly aU 
the cliiet citizens, assembled for what was styled "the drinking 
of tlic king's health." On the morning of this joyous holiday, 
the statue of King Charles was gaily decorated with flowers 
I'V rl:c '' Anld Callants," as the eleves of Heriot's Hospital are 
still termed, who claimed this office by long prescription, and 
their acknowledged skill in the art of loyal decoration, acquired 
in the annual custom of decking their own founder's statue. 
'I'his lornietl one of the chief attractions to the citizens through- 
out the day, as well as to their numerous rustic visitors who 
crowded into the ca])ital on the occasion, to witness or share 
in the fun. Ti)wards the afternoon, the veteran corps of the 
('ity-(juard were called out to nuiu the eastern entrance into 
t!ie Parliament close while the guests were assembling for the , 
civic entertainment, and thereafter to draw up in front of the i 
great hall, and announce with a volley to the capital at large, 
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)yal toast of its assembled rulers. Never did forlorn 
ndertake a more desperate duty I The first volley of 
npopular guardians of civic order was the signal for a 
i assault on them \)y the whole rabble of the town, 
morated in Fergusson's * King's Birth-day.* Dead dogs 
;s, and every offensive missile that could be procured 
occasion, were now hurled at their devoted heads, and 
t last they received orders to march back again to their 
idel in the High Street, th^ strife became furious: the 
>ld veterans dealt their blows right and left with musket 
chaber axe wielded by no gentle hand, but their efforts 
)peless against the spirit and numbers of their enemies, 
; retreat generally ended in an ignominious route of the 
nvic guard, &c. &c. Vol. I. p. 218 sq. See Additional 
md Illustrations B. 



D.— CITY GUARD, p. 14. 

redoubtable corps having no Historian, I make no ex- 
p still further illustrating the text from Scott. Writing 
Heart of Midlothian in 1817 he says, " Of late, the 
. diminution of these civic soldiers reminds one of the 
ent of King Lear's hundred Knights. The edicts of 
t of succeeding magistrates have, like those of Goneril 
gan, diminished this venerable band with similar ques- 
What need have we of fi ve-and- twenty ? ten? — five?' 
•w it is nearly come to, *What need we one?* A 
may indeed here and there still be seen of an old gray- 
and gray-bearded Highlander, with war-worn features. 
It double by age; dressed in an old-fashioned cocked- 
ind with white tape instead of silver lace, and in coat, 
at, and breeches of a muddy-coloured red; bearing in 
lered hand an ancient weapon called a Lochaber axe; 
Dole, namely, with an axe at the extremity, and a hook 
jack of the hatchet. Such a phantom of former days 
eps, I have been informed, round the statue of Charles 
le Parliament Square, as if the image of a Stuart were 
refuge for any memorial of our ancient manners," &c. 
close of this very year, the * What need we one ?' was 
ind answered in the negative ; and the corps was ac- 
ly dissolved. " Their last march to do duty at Hallow 
d something in it affecting. Their drums and fifes had 
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E.— Page 114. 

Caini-o' mount, or Cairniemount, a lofty Grampian monn- 
raiii, h iii;^ on the south hank of the Dee, Kincardineshire, 
colohrated as well in Scottish history as in song, on account of 
the road ])et\veen the great districts of Angus and Moraj, 

wliicli passes over it. 

!• .-DRINK ECLOGUE, p. 115, line 3 from bottom. 

The leader of a sheep-flock * wears ' or * bears * a bell on his 
neek which directs his fleecy harem in the event of their 
>trayin<:j. The tinkling of the little * bell * in the silence of the 
sheep-tr.ieks among the Highland hills is peculiarly striking. 

G.— ECLOGUE, p. 120. 

Tills Joek is the 'herd,' and as the herd is very frequently 
mentioned by Fergiisson, it cannot he out of place to insert in 
this additional Note some particulars concerning 'Herds/ 
1 do so the more willingly as I shall have occasion thereby a* 
w(dl to elneidate and illustrate Burns as Fergusson. 

Tlie ' herd laddie or callant,' as he was sometimes called, 
nsiiall\ entered to his service about the middle of March of 
tlierehv. not to //r/v/ (for milk cows are rarely turned out to 
])asture till the ''Beltane win bla's" or about the 1st of May) 
])ut to 'drive the harrows,' i. e. to drive a horse or pair of 
horses in liarrowing the land. When not employed in such 
oeeu})aiions Ids business is (or was) to fodder the cattle, drive 
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them out to water, help to ' mjack the bjre,' to ' redd the barn ' 
C* bottle ' the straw daring the time the thrashers are at work), 
run errands, and make himself generally nsefiil ; in a word, 
the ' Herd ' is a dmdge to every one about a farm-house. If 
however he be a boy of some discretion and shrewdness, his 
situation is seldom uncomfortable, for he necessarily knows 
A good deal of the love affairs of the young women about the 
house, and frequently something of those of the young men. 
^oes the dog bark at night, the duty of the ' herd laddie is to 
i^n to the door* and see what he is barking at: if he under- 
stands his position he will come back and report ** naething 
^"v-a," but by and by a sly sidelong glance given to one or 
other of the 'lassies' expresses something very different. 

He is often useful to the * lads * too, for he is sometimes em- 
ployed by them to carry a message to their * sweethearts,' or 
to run some little errand for them after *■ night faV so that 
most of ihe young folks find it to be their interest ' to keep in 
^vr the herd callant;' and if he be a * bit clever, manfii', biddable 
tiling, that does not stay his errand, ' he may reckon on the 
friendship and protection of both the ' Gudewife and Gude- 
man.' 

When the cattle are * mominged ' (turned out in the morn- 
ing to pasture), in May as stated, with his club and (formerly) 
*€>uting-homj the Herd is sent out along with them. If he be 
*t * thrifty thing,' he will have his stocking (a stocking to knit) 
%long with him : or if otherwise a book or a ballad. 

The morning's * hirsel ' is commonly near the Steading, so 

tliat in this case he is seldom within ' speaking reach ' of a 

Ticighbour herd, but should any one's cattle, within sight, be 

xtiaking their way to the growing grain, he instantly mounts 

tilt highest hillock near him, and swings his club about his 

Head and sings out with a peculiar cadence : 

Holloa— holloa hey ho, hey ho, hey ho, 

A Tammy Tramp's kye's in the com— hollo! 

Very likely in a short time afterwards his neighbour has oc- 
casion to retaliate with: 

Herdie birdie blaw your horn, 

A' your kye's in fhe com. 

The kye's in the corn, the sheep in the here, [barley] 

The herd will be hangit afore the neist year. 

In Che after-part of the day the cattle are usually sent to the 

* outfield hirsel,' and there the herd passes the time with others ( . 

Jf 
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It may well be doubted if there is one in five hundred of )m 
readers who nnderstandB the objects to which he ellndei it 
these lines. The club was a short thick stick with a huge 
knob at the end which adapted it well for *flin|^n|^' andior 
this it was used. The horn was a large horn, snch as may be 
seen on the head of a West Highland bollock, bnt not so 
small. Although few farmers possessing large farms were with- 
out a ^ touting horn,' yet I have never seen nor heard of idwt 
use it was to the heidj nnless pexiiaps to call off the dog ftom 
* hounding the cattle* when out of reach of the herd's voice. 

H.— AULD BEIEIE, p. 182. 

This allusion to the Cape Club appears to have been the 
subject of humorous accusation against the poet. He wss 
himself a member of it. Mr. Xiaing of the Writers to the 
Signet's Library has furnished me with a poetical 'Summons* 
in the holograph of Fergusson, which apparently respects the 
text: 

To Jeemy Neehum, our Becorder, 
Heralds and pursVants of that order, 
Whereas 'tis meant and shewn to me 
This month of August seventy-three 
That some unlicensed piying blades 
Of late have occupied the Shades, 
The like in future to prevent 
It is our sov-er-eign intent 
That from this month of August so forth, 
You shall debar all Knights of no worth, 
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By lock-fast doors at noon-tide hours, 
To keep it from the rascal's powers. 
Therefore I charge 70a that ye snmmon 
Precentor, 1 base bom son of woman, 
To answer in the hour of cause 
For open insult to our laws, 
Likeas ordain him to depone 
If he has lybell's, any one 
Containing treasonable rhymes 
Or other treasonable crimes 
Which he has issued Against the Shades 
And all our bumper-drinking blades, 
All things before said which to do 
We hereby do commit to you 
As all of you and every one 
Shall answer to us thereupon. 

I. — King's birth-day in Edinburgh, p. 15, Stanza 1st. 

The following quotation from one of the inimitable 
Essays of Goldsmith affords a laughable illustration of the 
text. *' In the midst of these pleasing reflections, as I was 
proceeding with a |tately pace, and with all the solemnity of 
a newly-acquired and conscious dignity, I heard a hissing noise 
in one of the tails of my wig, and looking about, soon per- 
ceived a stream of fire dashing from my right ear. I fled, it 
followed : I shook my head ; it was pinned too close to be shook 
off, and just as I arrived at George's, it went off in a bounce." 

J. — ^Answer to Mr. J. S's. Epistle, p. 24. 
" Andfrae ilk comerj** &c. 

I.had resolved on the omission of these two stanzas, and a 
stray expression in other of the poems; but I have been con- 
strained to suffer the author's language to appear in the text ; 
and now have no other apology to offer to those who may ex- 
pect one, than to express my regret that Fergnsson shg^ld 
have used such expressions; and that, in the words of the 
Editor of Tyndale, '* the taste and decision of the literary world, 
in its present state of refinement [?] should not allow an edi- 
tor the privileges of a common scavenger in removing the filth 
which past ages have left behind them." 

1 * Precentor ' was the olub-tltle of Fergosson. See note 2, p. 181. 
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i ..- • <•. -r^' ia which ihe lolloping * Songs* were inserted, 
•- : .'-:;: : . .'.: .r.s of Ferzvisson, ) was entitled " Artaxerxes, 

'•. r- _• -:. < ': -j.-a. as i: i^ pertorraed at the Theatre-Royal, 
K . :. • ..'_:.. T:.-- M-;«:c composed by Tho. Aug. Ame. Mus. 
I^ '>'.'.-. :'..: iv'^-:\::r,Ti of Three Favourite Scots Airs. 

i . ■ ■■ r".- v M.-. K. Fergus-ion. Edinburgh. Printed by 
M .r- •. .-.:. \ V.' :L,er5poun. mi»cclxix. [Price Sixpence]." 
T;.;- :• r. :. .• o:};er than a most wretched translation of the 
: • 1 ;';• ;I Play of * Artaxerxes' by Metastasio. The * Songs' 
of I"'r/i:-on are ir.L'cniously equal in inaninity, and it must 
■ :.ly l.avc boL-n from the Arii-tes, who were Mr. and Madame 
'leiKim < i ainl an excellent Company, that either the Play , 
i:-<:lf vT ilie Soiijis proved acceptable to the public. ! 

I ;:ive tliese Songs merely as curiosities in respect of their i 
hcinj ;inion;i the first lispinj:s in rhyme of our Poet. They lose, 
of ((/ur.^e. .somewhat of their [little] interest from their disjanc- 
fioii fioin tlie text, but it can matter little, as I repeat, Opera 
.11 1 -i SoiiL's are iiarraoniously despicable. I am indebted to Mr. 
L.iiiij: of the Signet Library for directing my attention to 
th(;s(' Son^s.] 

From Act II. Scene 2. 
Tu N E. — Braes of Balandine. i 

AmucKS [Tcnducci.] 

I'.y Heaven's displeasure the wretch thus is thrown, 
With t( inpcsts harsh-sounding, on seas, yet unknown; 

1 i;..ll. ii.l.n. I'Im'sc hraos \\v towards the Sidlaw Hills, in theCarseot^ 

0(>n M> 




SONGS FROM ARTAXERXES. 149 

In vain, thus surrounded, he struggles with death, 
When toss'd by huge billows, and panting for breath ; 
Even hope too, forsakes him, no pity he craves ; 
He's left, without mercy, the sport of the waves. 

From Act II. Scene 6. 

TuNB. — Roslin Castle, 

Mandane [Madame Tenducci.] 

What doubts oppress my wounded heart ! 
My soul at every breath doth start ! 
Fain would my gloomy thoughts retire, 
Nor fill my stormy breast with ire : 
Tet cares torment my tortured mind, 
Leaving their rugged tracts behind; 
And still my soul they hold in pain. 
Their cruel empire to maintain. 

From Act HI. Scene 7. 

Tune. — Lochaber no more. 

Enter Arbaces [Tenducci.] 

where shall I wander my lover to find. 

And with sweet discourses indulge my fond mind? 

Once more I must view her before I depart. 

And with mild embraces enliven my heart. 

Perchance she's approaching that smooth-gliding stream. 

Where I first espy'd and discovered my flame : 

Farewell then my sorrows, I'll leave you a while. 

And steal from my true love one ravishing smile. 



These ' Songs' were not included by Fergusson in his own Volume of 
1778. 

n3 



To animate the lifeless clay, 

And bear my sorrows hence away. 

Hence gloomy featur'd black Despair, 
With all thy frantic furies fly, 

Nor rend my breast with gnawing care, 
For Hope in lively garb is nigh ; 

Let pining Discont-entment mourn. 
Let dull ey'd ]\Ielancholy grieve, 

Since pleasing Hope must reign by turn. 
And ev'ry bitter thought relieve. 

< ) smiling Hope ! in adverse hour, 
I feel thy influencing power ; 
Tho' frowning Fortune fix my lot, 
In some defenceless lonely cot, 
Where Poverty, with empty hands, 
In pallid meagre aspect stands; 
Thou can'st enrobe me, 'midst the great. 
With all the crimson pomp of state, 
Where Luxury invites his guests 
To pall them with his lavish feasts: 
What cave so dark, what gloom so drear, 
So Irjaek witli lion-or. dead with fear! 
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But thou can'st dart thy streaming ray. 
And change close night to open day. 

Health is attendant in thy radiant train, 
Bound her the whisp'ring zephyrs gently play, 

Behold her gladly tripping o'er the plain, 
Bedeck'd with rural sweets and garlands gay. 

When vital spirits are depressed. 
And heavy languor clogs the breast, 
Comforting Hope ! 'tis thine to cure, ' 
Devoid of Esculapian power ; 
For oft thy friendly aid avails. 
When all the strength of physic fails. 

Nay, even though death should aim his dart, 

I know he lifts his arm in vain. 
Since thou this lesson can'st impart. 

Mankind but die to live again. 

Bepriv'd of thee must banners fall ; 

But where a living Hope is found. 
The legions shout at danger's call. 

And victors are triumphant crown'd. 

Come then, bright Hope ! in smiles array'd, 
Revive us by thy quick'ning breath, 

Then shall we never be afraid 
To walk thro' danger, and thro' death. 



IL 
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Throwing forth ^ barriers in the way 

Of those who genius display, 

As often, ah ! too often, teaze 

Them out of patience, and of fees, 

Before they're able to explode 

< )l)structions thrown on Learning's road. 

.May mankind all employ their tools 

To banish pedantry from schools ! 

And may each pedagogue avail, 

l>y listening to the after tale! 

Wise Mr. Birch had long intended 
The alphabet should be amended, 
And taught that H a breathing was, 
Krgo he saw no proper cause 
Wliy such a letter should exist : 
Thus in a breath was he dismiss'd. 
With, " beware, beware, youth ! 
Take not the villain in your mouth." 



N 



One day this alphabetic sinner 
Was eager to devour his dinner. 



1 ]'tir. siuh. 
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When to appease the craving glutton. 

His boy Tom produc'd the mutton, 

Was such disaster ever told ? 

Alas ! the meat was deadly cold ! 

Here take and h — eat it, says the master ; 

Quoth Tom, that shall be done, and fast. Sir: 

And few there are who will dispute it. 

But he went instantly about it ; 

For Birch had scorned the H to say, 

And blew him with a puff away. 

The bell was rung with dread alarm ; 
** Bring me the mutton, is it warm ?" 
Sir, you desir'd, and I have eat it ; 
" You lie, my orders were to heat it." 
Quoth Tom, 1^11 readily allow 
That H is but a breathing now. 



ON BEING ASKED WHICH OF THREE SISTERS WAS 
THE MOST BEAUTIFUL. 

When Paris gave his voice, in Ida's grove, ^ 
For the resistless Yenus, queen of love, 
^Twas no great task to pass a judgment there. 
Where she alone was exquisitely fair ; 
But here what could his ablest judgment teach, 
When wisdom, power, and beauty reign in each ; 
The youth, nonpluss'd, behov'd to join with me. 
And wish the apple had been cut in three. 



1 Euripides. Iphig. AuL 1802. 1298: Pausan : V. 19. f 1. Homer XL xziv : 
2S. 29. Ac. Ac 






IS tlie Cullett who set the Ude of Fergusson to music. Tbere 
is IK) record of any other English musician of that name in the 
1 St h century. His music must be worthless." I have never 
been able to dit«cover this Ode with the Music of Collett.] 

(Ver Scotia's parched land the Naiads flew, 

From towering hills explor'd her sheltered vales, 

CausM Forth in wild meanders please the view, 
And lift her waters to the zephyr's gales; 

W'liere the glad swain surveys his fertile fields, 

And reaps the plenty which his harvest yields. 

Here did those lovely nymphs, unseen. 

Oft wander by the river's side. 
And oft unbind their tresses green. 

To bathe them in the fluid tide; 

Then to the shady grottos would retire, 
And sweetly echo to the warbling choir; 

Or to the rushing waters tune their shells 

To call up echo from the woods. 

Or from the rocks, or crystal floods, 
Or from surrounding banks, or hills, or dales. 



Or to the rushing waters tune their shells 

To call up echo from the woods, 

Or from the rocks or crystal floods, 
Or from surrounding hanks, or hills, or dales. 

When the cool fountains first their springs forsook, 
Migrmuring smoothly to the azure main, 

Exulting Neptune then his trident shook. 
And wav*d his waters gently to the plain. 

The friendly Tritons on his chariot home. 

With dieeks dilated hlew the hollow-sounding horn. 

Now Lothian and Fifan shores. 
Resounding to the mermaid's song, 

Gladly emit their limpid stores. 
And hid them smoothly sail along 

To Neptune's empire, and with him to roU 
Round the revolving sphere from pole to pole ; 

To guard Britannia from envious foes. 
To view her angry vengeance hurl'd 
In awful thunder round the world, 

And tremhling nations hending to her blows. 

CHORUS. 

To guard Britannia from envious foes. 
To view her angry vengeance hurl'd 
In awful thunder round the world. 

And trembling nations bending to her blows. 

High towering on the zephyr's breezy wing. 



< )n her green banks the tuneful shepherd lies, 

Charni'd with the music of his reed, 

Amidst the wavings of the Tweed : 
From sky-reflecting streams the river nymphs arise. 

CHORUS. 

()n her green banks the tuneful shepherd lies, 

Charm 'd with the music of his reed, 

Amidst the wavings of the Tweed : 
From sky-reflecting streams the river nymphs arise. 

The list'ning muses heard the shepherd play, 

Fame with her brazen trump proclaimed his name, 

And to attend the easy graceful lay. 
Pan from Arcadia to Tweeda came. 

Fond of the change, along the banks he stray 'd. 
And sung unmindful of th' Arcadian shade. 

Air — Ticcedside. 
1. 

Attend every fanciful swain. 

Whose notes softly flow from the reed, 



TBE BIVRRB OF SCOTLAND. 

With harmonj guide the aweet Btrain 
To sing of the beauties of Tweed. 



Where the musio of woods and of strea 
In soothing Bweet meiody join, 

To enliven your pastorsl theniee. 
And make human numbers divine. 



Ye warblers from the vocal grove, 
The tender woodland strain approve. 
While Tweed in amoothoc cadence glides. 
O'er flow'ry vales in gentle tides ; 
And as ahe rolls her silver waves along. 
Murmurs and sighs to quit the rural song. 
Scotia's great Genius iu russet clad, 
Prom the cooi sedgy bank exalts her head, 
In joyful rapture ahe the change espieB, 
Sees living streams descend and groves arise 

AiE — Gilderoi/. 



As sable clouds at early day 
Oft dim the shining skies, 

80 gloomy thoughts create dismay. 
And lustre leaves her eyes. 



" Ye powers ! are Scotia'a ample fields 
" With BO much beauty grac'd, 

"To have those sweets your bounty yields 
" By foreign foes defec'd t 



• mat Caledon to foreign foes 
" Should ne'er be known to bow." 

The niighty Thund'rer on his sapphire throne, 
III mercy's robes attir'd, heard the sweet voice 
Of female woe — soft as the moving song 
of Pliiluinela 'midst the evening shades; 
And tin IS rcturn'd an answer to her pray'rs : 

'' Where birks at Nature's call arise; 
" Where fragrance hails the vaulted skies ; 
'' Where my own oak its umbrage spreads, 
" Delightful 'midst the woody shades; 
" Where ivy mould'ring rocks entwines ; 
" Wliere breezes bend the lofty pines : 
" Tliere sliall the laughing Naiads stray, 
'' '.Midst the sweet banks of winding Tay." 

Froui tlie dark womb of earth Tay's waters spring, 

Ordain'd by Jove's unalterable voice ; 
Tlie sounding lyre celestial muses string, 

The choiring songsters in the groves rejoice. 

1 Tli«)iii,'h Scotland and Caledonia are generally held as synonymous I 
ti'rnis. vft there is a distinction : For of old, when the Picts inhabited ' 
tliis lountry, that part of it was only called Caledonia which lay to the li 
ni)rth\v;ird of the Tay, which river is said to have been the boundary of 
flu; iiunian Conquests. — F. 



THE RIVERS OF SCOTLAND. 159 



Each fount its crystal fluids pours, 

Which from surrounding mountains flow ; 

The river bathes its verdant shores, 
Cool o'er the surf the breezes blow. 

Let England's sons extol their gardens fair, 
Scotland may freely boast her genVous streams, 

Their soil more fertile and their milder air, 
Her fishes sporting in the solar beams. 

Thames, Humber, Severn, all must yield the bay 
To the pure streams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 

CHORUS. 

Thames^ Humber, Severn, all must yield the bay 
To the pure streams of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 

Scotia ! when such beauty claims 
A mansion near thy flowing streams. 
Ne'er shall stem Mars, in iron car. 
Drive his proud coursers to the war : 
But fairy forms shall strew around 
Their olives on the peaceful ground ; 
And turtles join the warbling throng, 
To usher in the morning song. 
Or shout in qhorus all the live-long day. 
From the green banks of Forth, of Tweed, and Tay. 

When gentle Phoebe's friendly light 
In silver radiance clothes the night; 
Still music's ever varying strains 
Shall tell the lovers, Cynthia reigns ; 
And woo them to her midnight bowers, 
Among the fragrant dew-clad flowers. 




Retreats for Cytherea's reign, 
With all the graces in her train. 
Iliiil, Fancy, thou whose ray so bright 
Dispels the glimmering taper's light ! 
Come in aerial vesture blue, 
Ever pleasing, ever new, 
In these recesses deign to dwell 
With me in yonder moss-clad cell : 

Then shall my reed successful tune the lay. 
In numbers wildly warbling as they stray 
Thru' the glad banks of Fortha, Tweed, and Tay, 



PASTORALS. 

[These Pastorals appeared anonymously in the * Weekly 
iNliipizine ' with the following note prefixed: — "We have been 
favoured with three Pastorals, under the titles of Morning, 
Noon, and Nii^ht, written by a young Gentleman of this place, 
the style of which appears as natural and picturesque as that 
of any of tlie modern ones hitherto published." These Pas- 
torals, with the exception of the Sonjijs in the Opera of *Ar- 
taxerxcs,' [ 1 701)] were the first pubHshed productions of 
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Fergusson. Those English poems which precede them in this 
Volume appear however to have been earlier composed, as 
they are placed by the poet himself in the Volume of 1773, 
in which they originally appeared, before the Pastorals.'] 

PASTORAL I.— MORNING. 
DAMON AND ALEXIS. 

DAMON. 

See Pentland's rocky cliffs begin to blaze ; ^ 
Stern darkness flies before Aurora's rays ; ^ 
Cool circling breezes whirl along the air, 
And early shepherds to the fields repair. 
Lead we our flocks then to the mountain's brow, 
Where junipers and thorny brambles grow ; 
Where fonts of water 'midst the violets ^ spring 
And soaring larks with cheerful ^ linnets sing :' 
Your pleasing song shall teach our flocks to stray. 
While sounding echoes smooth the sylvan lay. 

ALEXIS. 

'Tis thine to sing the graces of the mom, 
The zephyr trembling o'er the rip'ning com ; 
'Tis thine with ease to chant the rural lay, 
While bubbling fountains to your numbers play ; 
No piping swain that treads the verdant field. 
But to your music, and your verse must yield ; 
Sing then, for here we may with safety keep 
Our sportive lambkins on this mossy steep. 

DAMON. 

With ruddy glow the sun adoms the land ; 
The pearly dew-drops on the bushes stand ; 

1 Var. Aurora now her welcome visit pays. 

S Var. her checrftil rays. 8 Var. daisies. 2 Var. and tunefVil. 

._ 3 __\^ 



lichold Edina's lofty turrets rise, 
Ilcr structures fair adorn the eastern skies ; 
As Pent land clifts o'ertop yon distant plain, 
Su she the cities on our north domain. 

ALEXIS. 

Jioiist not of cities, or of lofty towers, 
Wliere discord all her baneful influence pours; 
The homely cottage and the withered tree, 
Witli sweet content, shall be preferr'd by me. 

DAMON. 

The hemlock dire shall please the heifer's taste; 
Our lands, like wild Arabia, be waste; 
The l)ce forget to range for winter food, 
Kre I forsake the forest and the flood. 

ALEXIS. 

Ye balmy breezes, wave the verdant field, 
(,'Iouds, all your bounties, all your moisture yield. 
That fruits and herbage may our farms adorn, 
And furrow'd ridges teem with loaded corn. 

1 \'<ir. tlu'. 2 Var. floods. 



The year already bath propitious smil'd, 
Gtentte in apring-time, and in aummer mild ; 
No cutting blaatB have hurt my tender dams, 
Nor hoary froata destroy'd my In&nt lamba. 

If Ceres crown with joj the bounteous year, 
A sBored altar to her shrine I*U rear; 
A vigorous ram shall bleed, whose circling borns. 
His hardy front ' and woolly neck * adorns. 



l^acb me, O Pan, to tune the slender roed. 
No fev'rite ram shall at thine altara bleed ; 
Each breathing mom thy woodland verse I'll sing, ' 
And hollow dent shall with the numbers ring. 



Apollo, lend me thy celestial lyre. 
The woods in concert join at thy desire ; 
At mom, at noon, at night, I'll tune the lay. 
And bid fleet eoho bear the sound away. 

Sweet are the breeieB when cool eve returns, 
To lowing hetds when raging Sinus bums ; 
Not half BO sweetly winds the breete along. 
As does the murmur of your pleasing song. 

A1.EXIS. 

To bear your strsina the cattle spurn their Food, 
The feather'd songsters leave their tender brood; 

1 Vor. <«»Ur mok. > riir. hudj Ihut S Tar.t^lOttijn' 



PASTORAL II.— NOON. 
CORYDOX, TIMANTHES. 

CORYDON. 

The sun the summit of his orb hath gain'd, 
No llccker'd clouds his azure path hath stain'd ; 
( >ur pregnant ewes around us cease to graze, 
8tung with the keenness of his sultry rays. 
Thi' wi ary bullock from the yoke is led, 
And youthful shepherds from the plains are fled. 
To dusky shades, where scarce a glimmering ray 
Clin dart its lustre, for the twining spray. '-^ 
Von cooling rivTet where the waters gleam, 
Where springing flowers adorn the limpid stream. 
Invites us where the tender willow grows, 
To guide our flocks and take our sweet repose. ^ 

TIMANTHES. 

To thy advice a grateful ear I'll lend. 

The shades ITl court where slender osiers bend ; 

1 ]'>ir. sliii'ir. 2 \'(V. throuj^h the leafy spray. 
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My 1 weanlings young shall crop the rising flow'r, 
While we retire to yonder leafy ^ bow'r ; 
The woods shall echo back thy cheerful strains, 
Admir'd by all our ^ Caledonian swains. 

C0BYD05. 

There have I oft with gentle Delia stray'd, 
Amidst th' embow'ring solitary shade, 
Before the gods to thwart my wishes strove, 
By blasting every pleasing glimpse of love ; 
For Delia wanders through the Anglian plains, 
Where civil discord and sedition reigns. 
There Scotia's sons in odious lights appear, 
Though we for them have waved the hostile spear ; 
For them my sire, enwrapped in curdled gore, 
Breathed his last moments on a foreign shore. 

TIMAKTHES. 

Six lunar months, my friend, will soon expire, 
And she return to crown your fond desire : 
For her rack not your desponding mind ! 
In Delia's breast a gen'rous ^ flame's confin'd. 
That bums for Corydon, whose piping lay 
Hath caused the tedious moments steal away. 
Whose strains harmonious ^ moved the falling floods 
To whisper Delia through ^ the rising woods. ^ 

COBTDON. 

fOft have I sung the blushes of the mom. 
When fair Aurora did the east adorn ; 

I Var. our. 2 Var. twining. 8 Var. the. 4 Var. raging. 

5 Var. melodious. 6 Var. to. 

7 The lines of Corydon, ' Oft have I sung, dsc' which immediately fol- 
low, were errantly omitted in the volume 1778. They are here restored 
for the first time from the original. 
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Though Delia greet my love, I sigh in vain, 
Sucli joy unbounded can I ne'er obtain ; 
1 Icr sire a tliousand fleeces numbers o'er, 
And grassy hills increase his milky store, 
Wliile the weak fences of a scanty fold, 
\\ ill all my sheep and fattening lambkins hold. 

TIMAXTHES. 

Ah, hapless youth I although the early muse, 
]\iinted her semblance on thy youthful brows ; 
Tliough she with laurels twin'd thy temples round 
And in thy ear distill'd the magic sound, 
A cheerless poverty attends your woes. 
Your song melodious unrewarded flows. 

CORYDON. 

Think not, Timanthes, that for wealth I pine, 
Though all the fates to make me poor combine ; 
Tay bounding o'er his banks with awful - sway, 
]3ore all my corns and all my flocks aw^ay. 
Of Jove's dread precepts did I ne'er ^ complain. 
Ne'er curs'd^ the rapid flood nor dashing rain; 

1 Var (>! if your si^rhs could aiil. 2 Var. awless. 

3 Var. o'tr. 4 lar. E'er ours'd. 
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Ev'n now I sigh not for my former store, 
But wish the gods had destined Delia poor. 

TIMANTHES. 

'Tis joy, my friend, to think I can repay 
The loss you bore by rigid Autumn's sway ; 
Yon fertile meadow, where the daisies spring, 
Shall yearly pasture to your heifers bring ; 
Your lambs ^ with mine shall on yon mountain feed, 
Oheer'd by the warbling of your tuneful reed. 
No more shall Delia's ever fretful sire, 
Against your hopes and generous love conspire ; 
Fir'd by her smiles, you'll tune the early ^ lay. 
While hiUs responsive waft your songs away. 

• OORTBOK. 

May plenteous crops your irksome labour crown. 
And hoodwink'd fortune cease her envious frown ; 
May growing Wealth increase ^ with growing years. 
Your flocks be numerous as your silver hairs. 

TIMANTHES. 

But lo ! the heats invite us, at our ease. 
To court the twining shades and cooling breeze ; 
Our languid joints we'll there at peace recline. 
And midst the flow'rs and op'ning blossoms dine. 

1 Vwr. flock. 2 Var, happy. 8 Var, may riches still increase. 



I 



FLOKELLUS. 



; 



The weary ploughman ^ flies the waving fields, 
To taste what fare his humble cottage yields, 
As bees that daily through the meadows roam, 
Feed on the sweets they have prepared at home. 



AMYNTAS. 



Wliat awful silence reigns throughout the shade, 
The peaceful olive bends his drooping head ; 
No sounds are heard throughout the gloomy maze. 
Wide o'er the deep the fiery meteors blaze. 



FLORELLUS. 



The grassy meads that smil'd serenely gay, 
Cheer'd by the everburning lamp of day, 
In dusky hue attir'd are cramp'd with colds. 
And sprinc;ing flowrets shut their crimson folds. 



AMYNTAS. 



The west, yet ting'd with Sol's effulgent ray, 
With feel)le light illumes our homeward way ; 



1 I retain the ' dialogue ' of the Original. It was mis-arranged in 
the Volume 1773, and in every subsequent edition. 



V /'-. 




The glowing stars with keener lustre burn, 
While round the earth their fiery axles turn. 

FLORELLUS. 

What mighty power conducts the stars on high ? 
Who bids these comets through our system fly ? 
Who wafts the lightning to the icy pole. 
And through our regions makes ^ hi^thunders roll ? 

AMTNTAS. 

But say, what mightier power from nought could raise 
The earth, the sun, and all that fiery maze 
Of distant stars, that gild our evening sky, ^ 
And through the void in settled orbits fly. 

FLORELLUS. 

That righteous Power, before whose heav'nly eye 
The stars are nothings and the planets die ; 
Whose breath divine supports our mortal frame, 
Who form'd^ the lion wild and lambkin tame. 

AMYNTAS. 

At his command the bounteous spring returns. 
Hot summer, raging o'er th* Atlantic bums. 
The yellow autumn crowns our sultry toil, 
And winter's snows prepare the cumbrous soil. 

FLOBELLUS. 

By him the morning darts her purple ray, 
To him the birds their early homage pay ; 
With vocal harmony the meadows ring. 
While swains in concert heav'nly praises sing. 

1 Var. bids. 2 Var. the azure sky. 8 Var. made. 

P 



J:* ur nun tne sreer nis lusiy necK musii - oenu, 
Fishe? for him their scaly fins extend. 



AMYXTAS. 

Wide n\-r tlif orient sky the moon appears, 
A fue to darkness, and its gloomy^ fears; 
Around her orb the stars in clusters shine, 
And distant planets tend lier silver shrine. 

FLORELLUS. 

Ilush'd are the busy numbers of the day, 
<Jn downy couch they sleep their hours away. 
Hail, balmy sleep ! that soothes the troubled mind ; 
Lock'd in thy arms our cares a refuge find; 
Uft do you tempt us with delusive dreams 
When wildring fancy darts her dazzling beams ; 
Asleep the lover with his mistress strays 
Through leafy ^ thickets, and untrodden ways ; 
But when pale Cynthia's sable empire's fled, 
And hov'ring slumbers shun the morning bed, 
Rous'd by the dawn, he wakes with frequent sigh, 
And all his flatt'ring visions quickly fly. 

1 r-u-. rijn'iiin;,'. •_» la/-. .L.tli. :; I'.r,-. idle 4 T'Tr lonely 
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AMYNTAS. 

ow owls and bats infest the midnight scene ! 
ire snakes, envenom'd, twine along the green ; 
orsook by man the rivers mourning glide, 
nd sounding echoes swell the noisy tide, 
braight to our cottage let us bend our way, 
\y drowsy pow*rs confess sleep's magic sway ; 
eaceful ^ and calm upon our couch ^e'U lie, 
^hile sweet reviving slumbers round our pillows fly. 



THE COMPLAINT.— A PASTORAL. 

Near the heart of a fair spreading grove, 
Whose foliage shaded the green, 

A shepherd repining at love, 

In anguish was heard to*complain. 

Cupid ! thou wanton young boy ! 

Since, with thy invisible dart. 
Thou hast robb'd a fond youth of his joy, 

In return grant the wish of his heart. 

Send a shaft so severe from thy bow 
(His pining, his sighs to remove). 

That Stella, once wounded, may know 
How keen are the arrows of love. 

No swain once so happy as I, 

Nor tun*d with more pleasure the reed ; 
My breast never vented a sigh. 

Till Stella approached the gay mead. 



1 Var. easy. 

p2 \ 



-_\ 



^ 



I 
( ) Stella I whose beauty so fair | 

Kxct'ls the bright splendour of day, 

Ah I liave you no pity to share 

^Vith Damon thus fall'n to decay ? 



Fur you have I quitted the plain, 
Forsaken ray sheep and my fold ; 

For you in dull languor and pain, 
My tedious moments are told. 

Fur you have my roses grown pale, 
They have faded untimely away ; 

And will not such beauty bewail 
A shepherd thus fall'n to decay ! 

Since your eyes still requite me with scorn. 
And kill with their merciless ray, 

Like a star of the dawning of morn, 
I fall to their lustre a prey. 

Some swain who shall mournfully go 
To whisper love's sigh to the shade. 

Will haply some charity show, 
And under the turf see me laid. 



I 

I; 
I 
I 
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Would my love but in pity appear 

On the spot where he moulds my cold grave, 
And bedew the green sod with a tear, 

'Tis all the remembranqe I crave. 

To the sward then his visage he turnM.; 

'Twas wan as the lilies in May ; 
Fair Stella may see him inum'd, 

He hath sigh*d all his sorrows away. 



THE TOWN AND COUNTRY CONTRASTED. 

IK AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 

From noisy bustle, from contention free. 

Far from the busy town I careless loll, 

Not like swain Tityrus, or the bards of old. 

Under a beechen, venerable shade ; 

But on a furzy heath, where blooming broom 

And thorny whins the spacious plains adorn : 

Here health sits smiling on my youthful brow ; 

For ere the sun beams forth his earliest ray. 

And all the east with yellow radiance crowns ; 

Ere dame Aurora, from her purple bed, 

'Gins with her kindling blush to paint the sky, 

The soaring lark, mom*s cheerful harbinger, 

And linnet joyful fiutt'ring from the bush, 

Stretch their small throats in vocal melody, 

To hail the dawn, and drowsy sleep exhale 

From man, frail man ! on downy softness stretch'd. 

Such pleasing scenes Edina cannot boast ; 
For there the slothfrd slumber seal'd mine eyes, 
Till nine successive strokes the clock had knell'd, 



There lingering sickness held his feeble court, 
lU'j (dicing in the havock he had made; 
And Death, grim Death ! with all his ghastly train, 
Watch'd the broke slumbers of Edina's sons. 

Hail, rosy health I thou pleasing antidote 
'Gainst troubling cares ! all hail, these rural fields, 
Those winding rivulets, and verdant shades, 
Where thou, the heav'n-born goddess, deign'st to dwell' 
With thee the hind, upon his simple fare. 
Lives cheerful, and from heaven no more demands. 
But ah ! how vast, how terrible the change 
With him who night by night in sickness pines! 
Ilim nor his splendid equipage can please. 
Nor all the pageantry the world can boast ; 
Nay, not the consolation oi' his friends 
('an aught avail; his hours are anguish all. 
Nor cease till envious death hath closed the scene. 

But, Carlos, if we court this maid celestial. 
Whether we through meand'ring rivers stray, 
Or midst tlie city's jarring noise remain, 
Let temperance, health's blythe concomitant, 
To our desires and appetites set bounds, 
Else, cloy'd at last, we surfeit every joy ; 
Our slacken'd nerves reject their wonted spring ; 




ODE TO PITY. 
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Te reap the fruits of our unkindly lusts, 
nd feebly totter to the silent grave. 



ODE TO PITY. 

To what sequester'd gloomy shade 
Hath ever gentle Pity stray'd 1 
What brook is water'd from her eyes ? 
What gales convey her tender sighs ? 
Unworthy of her grateful lay, 
She hath despised the great, the gay ; 
Nay, all the feelings she imparts 
Are far estranged from human hearts. 

Ah Pity ! whither wouldst thou fly 
From human heart, from human eye ? 
Are desert woods and twilight groves 
The scenes the sobbing pilgrim loves ? 
If there thou dwell'st, Pity, say 
In what lone path you pensive stray, 
ril know thee by the lily's hue, 
Besprinkled with the morning's dew ; 
For thou wilt never blush to wear 
The pallid look and falling tear. 

In broken cadence from thy tongue, 
Oft have we heard the mournful song ; 
Oft have we view'd the loaded bier 
Bedew'd with Pity's softest tear. 
Her sighs and tears were ne'er denied 
When innocence and virtue died. 
But in this black and iron age. 
Where Vice and all his demons rage. 
Though bells in solemn peals are rung. 
Though dirge in mournful verse is sung ; 



A 



it uiurtals would but fondly prize 
Thy falling tears, thy passing sighs, 
Then shuuld wan poverty no more 
Walk tV'L'hly from the rich man's door ; 
lliir.iility shuuld vanquish pride, 
And vice W drove from virtue's side : 
Then happiness at length should reign, 
An<l iTulden age begin again. 



SONG. 



( riiis Soiii:' appeared in Johnson's 'Scots Musical Ma 
>cuin ■ il7>. Vol. II. p. 18G], adapted to the tune of the 
' lli::hland Lamentation." which was composed by James j 
« >s\v;il.l. and pul>lished in the third volume of his Caledonian 
I'tH'kot Comiianiou. p. 24.] 

Amidst a rosy bank of flowers, 

Ycimix Damon mourn'd his forlorn fate; ': 

In sighs he spent his languid hours. i' 

And l)reath'd his woes in lonely state. 

Tray joy no more shall cheer his mind, 
No wanton sports can soothe his care, 



I 
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Since sweet Amanda proved unkind, 
And left him fiill of black ^ despair. 

His looks that were as fresh as morn 

Can now no longer smiles impart ; 
His pensive soul, on sadness borne, 

Is racked and torn by Cupid's dart. 

Turn, fair Amanda ! cheer your swain, 

Unshroud him from his veil of woe ; 
Range every charm to ease the pain 

That in his tortured breast doth grow. 



ON THE COLD MONTH OF APRIL, 1771.2 

Oh ! who can hold a fire in his hand 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasua I 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 

By hare imagination of a feast ; 

Or wallow naked in December's snow, 

By bare remembrance of the summer's heat 

Shakspeaki. 3 

>ETS in vain have hail'd the opening spring, 
Li tender accents woo'd the blooming maid ; 
vain have taught the April birds to wing 
Their flight through fields in verdant hue arrayM. 

le Muse, in every season taught to sing, 

Amidst the desert snows, by fancy's powers, 

n elevated soar on placid wing 

To fields where spring its kindest influence showers. 



Var. bleak. 
' The original title was " April 1771, <u it was, not as it was tocnt to be.' 
I Richai-d II. Act I. Sc. 3. 




Fair have I seen thy morn in smiles axray'd, 
With crimson blush bepaint the eastern sky ; 

But now the dawn creeps mournful o'er the glade, 
Shrouded in colours of a sable dye. [t] 

So have I seen the fair with sprightly ^ eye, 
And visage cheerful as the laughing morn. 

Alternate changing, for the heaving sigh, 
Or l'ro\N'ning aspect of contemptuous scorn. 

lAi'v, wliat art thou .' a vai'iegated scene 
Of mingled light and shade, of joy and woe ; 

A sea where calms and storms promiscuous reign, 
A stream where sweet and bitter jointly flow, [t] 

Mute are the plains, the shepherds pipe no more. 
The reed's forsaken, and the tender flock, 

Wliile echo, list'ning to the tempest's roar. 
In silence wanders o'er the beetling rock. 



t The Staii/,;is marktd thus [t] appear in the celebrated ' Minstrel ' of 
R. A. Smith. Vol. U. p. ;^;5. They are given to the Air " Lass what art 
thou." Stanza 7th proi-eiles ther'ith. 

1 Var. lauLjhinir. 
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Winter, too potent for the solar ray, 
Bestrides the blast ; ascends his icy throne, 

And views Britannia, subject to his sway, 
Floating emergent on the frigid zone. 

Thou savage tyrant of the fretful sky ; 

Wilt thou for ever in our zenith reign 1 
To Greenland's seas, congeal'd in chilness fly, 

Where howling monsters tread the bleak domain. 

Relent, Boreas ! leave thy frozen cell, 
B.esign to spring her portion of the year ; 

Let west winds temperate wave the flowing gale. 
And hills, and vales, and woods a vernal ^ aspect wear. 



A SATURDAY'S EXPEDITION; 

IN MOCK HEROICS. 
Non mira, sed vera, canam. 

At that sweet period of revolving time. 
When Phoebus lingers not in Thetis' lap, 
When twinkling stars their feeble influence shed. 
And scarcely glimmer through th' ethereal vault. 
Till Sol again his near approach proclaims, 
With ray purpureal, and the blushing form 
Of fair Aurora, goddess of the dawn, 
Leading the winged coursers to the pole 
Of Phoebus' car. — 'Twas in that season fair. 
When jocund summer did the meads array 
In Flora's ripening bloom — that we prepar'd 



^n//, 



1 Var. lively. 



^^ 



Till trom the boat a liollow thundering voice 

Bellowed vociferous, and our ears assailed 

With " II ! Kinghorn, oho ! come straight aboard." 

We fail'd not to obey the stern command, 

Utter'd with voice as dreadful as the roar 

Of Polyphemus, 'midst rebounding rocks, 

When overcome by sage Ulysses' wiles. 

'• Hoist up the sails," the angry skipper cries, 
Wliile fore and aft the busy sailors run, 
And loose th' entangled cordage. O'er the deep 
Zephyrus blows, and hugs our lofty sails. 
Which, in obedience to the powerful breeze. 
Swell o'er the foaming main, and kiss the wave. 

Now o'er the convex surface of the flood 
Precipitate we fly — our foaming prow 
Divider the saline stream — on either side 
Ridges of yesty surge dilate apace ; 
But from the poop the waters gently flow, 
And undulation for the time decays, 
In eddies smoothly floating o'er the main. 

Here let the muse in doleful numbers sing 
The woful fate of those whose cruel stars 
Have doom'd them subject to the languid powers 
Of watery sickness. Though with stomach full 
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Of juicy beef, of mutton in its prime, 

Or all the dainties luxury can boast, 

They brave the elements,-:r-yet the rocking bark, 

Truly regardless of their precious food. 

Converts their visage to the ghastly pale, 

And makes the sea partaker of the sweets 

On which they sumptuous fared. And this the cause 

Why those of Scotia's sons whose wealthy store 

Hath^less'd them with a splendid coach and si^ 

Rather incline to linger on the way, 

And cross the river Forth by Stirling-bridge, 

Than be subjected to the ocean's swell. 

To dangerous ferries, and to sickness din*. 

And now at equal distance shows the land : 
Gladly the tars the joyful task pursue 
Of gathering in the freight. Debates arise 
From counterfeited halfpence. In the hold 
The seamen scrutinize, and eager peep 
j Through every comer where their watchful eye 
Suspects a lurking-place, or dark retreat, 
To hide the timid corpse of some poor soul, 
Whose scanty purse can scarce one groat afford. 

At length we cheerful land on Fifan shore. 
Where sickness vanishes, and all the ills 
Attendant on the passage of Kinghom. 
Our pallid cheeks resume their rosy hue, 
And empty stomachs keenly crave supply. 
With eager step we reach'd the friendly inn, 
Nor did we think of beating our retreat 
Till every gnawing appetite was queU'd. 

Eastward along the Fifan coast we stray ; 
And here th' unwearied eye may fondly gaze 
O'er all the tufted groves and pointed spires 
With which the pleasant banks of Forth are crown'd. 



r ur 111 a hollow den, where nature's hand 
Hud careless strew'd the rocks — a dreadful cave, 
Whose concave ceiling echoed to the floods 
Their hollow iillirinurs on the trembling shore, 
Demanded our approach. The yawning porch 
Its massy sides disclosed, and o'er the top 
The ivy tendrils twined th' uncultured fern: 
Fearful we pry into the dreary vault, 
Hoary with age, and breathing noxious damp: 
Here busy owls may unmolested dwell 
In solitary gloom ; for few there are 
Whose iueliuation leads them to review 
A cell where putrid smells infectious reign. ^ 

Tlien turning westward, we our course pursue 
Along the verge of Fortha's briny flood, 
Till we ( 'ertake the gradual rising dale 
Wliere fair Burntisland rears her reverend dome; 
And here the vulgar sign-post, painted o*er 
With imitations vile of man and horse, 
()!' small beer frothing o'er th' unshapely jug. 
With courteous invitation, spoke us fair 
To enter in, and taste what precious drops 



1 A hir;,'e luvt- ;it a small distance from Kin^liorn, supposed, about a I 
century aj:o. to have been tlie receptacle of thieves. — F 1 
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Were there reserved to moisten strangers' throats, 
Too often parch'd upon the tedious way. 

After regaling here with sober cann, 
Our limbs we plied, and nimbly measured o'er 
The hills, the vales, and the extensive plains. 
Which form the distance from Burntisland's port 
To Inverkeithing. Westward still we went. 
Till in the ferry-boat we loll'd at ease ; 
Nor did we long on Neptune's empire float, 
For scarce ten posting minutes were elapsed 
Till we again on terra farma stood, 
And to McLaren's ^ march'd, where roasted lamb. 
With cooling lettuce, crown'd our social board. 
Here too the cheering glass, chief foe to cares ! 
Went briskly round ; and many a virgin fair 
Received our homage in a bumper fulL 

Thus having sacrificed a jocund hour 
To smiling mirth, we quit the happy scene. 
And move progressive to Edina's walls. 

Now still returning eve creep'd gradual on, 
And the bright sun, as weary of the sky, 
Beam'd forth a languid occidental ray. 
Whose ruby tinctured radiance faintly gleam'd 
Upon the airy cliffs and distant spires. 
That float on the horizon's utmost verge. 
So we, with fessive joints and lingering pace. 
Moved slowly on, and did not reach the town 
Till Phoebus had unyoked his prancing steeds. 

Te sons of Caledonia ! who delight. 
With all the pomp and pageantry of state, 
To roll along in gilded affluence. 
For one poor moment wean your thought from these, 

1 An innkeeper somewhat notable in his '* day and generation.'* 



« 11 tuc luxuriance of a velvet fold, 
Wliere indolence on purple sofa lolls. 



HIE DKCAV OF FRIENDSHIP. 



A rA>roKAL KLEGY. 



WiiKN gold, man's sacred deity, did smile, 
]\Iy friends were plenty, and my sorrows few ; 

Mirth, love, and bumpers did my hours beguile, 
And arrowed Cupids round my slumbers flew. 

\\ hat sliepherd then could boast more happy days? 

.My lot was envied by each humbler swain; 
lOacli hard in smooth eulogium sung my praise. 

And Damon listened to the guileful strain. 

Flattery I alluring as the Syren's lay, 
And as deceitful thy enchanting tongue, 

IIow have you taught my wavering mind to stray, 
C'harni'd and attracted by the baneful song! 

My pleasant cottage, shelter'd from the gale, 
Arose with moss, and rural ivy bound; 



THE DECAY OF FRIENDSHIP. 185 

And scarce a flow'ret in my lowly vale, 

But was with bees of various colours crown'd. 

Free o*er my lands the neighbouring flocks could roam ; 

How welcome were the swains and flocks to me ! 
The shepherds kindly were invited home, 

To chase the hours in merriment and glee. 

To wake emotions in the youthful mind, 
Strephon with voice melodious tuned the song ; 

Each sylvan youth the sounding chorus joined, 
Fraught with contentment midst the festive throng. 

My clust'ring grape compensed their magic skill. 
The bowl capacious swell'd in purple tide ; 

To shepherds liberal as the crystal rill. 
Spontaneous gurgling from the mountain's side. 

[The shady arbour, and refreshing breeze, 
In circling eddies, crown*d their noon-day toil ; 

The sweets of rural elegance and ease. 
Surveyed their pleasures with applauding smile. ^] 

But ah ! these youthful sportive hours are fled ; 

These scenes of jocund mirth are now no more; 
^o healing slumbers tend my humble bed, 

No firiends condole the sorrows of the poor. 

A.iid what avail the thoughts of former joy ! 

What comfort bring they in the adverse hour ! 
Can they the canker-worm of care destroy. 

Or brighten fortune's discontented lour ? 

1 I restore this stanza from the originaV 

Q 3 
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i'or now pale poverty, with haggard eye 
And rueful aspect, darts her gloomy ray ; 

My wonted guests their proffer'd aid deny, 
And from the paths of Damon steal away. 

I'hus, wlien fair summer's lustre gilds the lawn, 
When ripening blossoms deck the spreading tree, 

The hirds witli melody salute the dawn, 
And o'er tlie daisy hangs the humming bee. 

iiut when tlie beauties of the circling year 
In ehillini]: frosts and furious storms decay ; 

\(> mure the ])ees upon the plains appear, 
No more the warblers hail the infant day. 

To the lone eorner of some distant shore, 

In dreary devious pilgrimage I'll fly. 
And wander pensive where deceit no more 

Shall trace my footsteps with a mortal eye. 

Thore solitary saunter o'er the beach, 

And to the murm'ring surge my griefs disclose; 



1 1 r<'»t'>r<' this ptatiza tVniii the i>rij»inal. 
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There shall my voice in plaintive wailings teach 
The hollow caverns to resound my woes. 

Sweet are the waters to the parched tongue ; 

Sweet are the blossoms to the wanton bee ; 
Sweet to the shepherd sound the lark^s shrill song ; 

But sweeter far is solitude to me. 

Adieu, ye fields ! where I have fondly strayed, 
Ye swains who once the fav'rite Damon knew ; 

Farewell, ye sharers of my bounty's aid ! 
Ye sons of base Ingratitude, adieu ! 



WRITTEN AT THE HERMITAGE OF BRAID, 

NEAB EDINBURGH. 

[It was among the Btaid hills that Bums was wont to 
walk with Professor Stewart: and it was the scenery which 
excited the muse of Fergusson that made him beautihilly say 
to the Professor, *' that the sight of so many smoking cottages 
gave a pleasure to his mind, which none could understand 
who had not mtnes^ed, like himself, the happiness and yrorth 
which they contained." The * Hermitage ' stands in the seclud- 
ed low ground near the Braid Bum. An engraving of it was 
published by Storer and Greig.] 

Would you relish a rural retreat, • 
Or the pleasure the groves can inspire 1 

The city's allurements forget. 

To this spot of enchantment retire. 

Where a valley and crystalline brook. 
Whose current glides sweetly along, 

Give nature a fanciful look 

The beautiful woodlands among. 



i 



The bushes and arbours so green, 
With tendrils of spray interwove, 

With foliage shelter the scene, 
And form a retirement for love. 

Here Venus transported may rove 
From pleasure to pleasure unseen, 

Nor wish for the Cyprian grove 
Her youthful Adonis to screen. 

Oft let me contemplative dwell 

On a scene where such beauties appear ; 
I could live in a cot or a cell, 

And never think solitude near. 



1 \'>ir. The strain of wild melody tiow. 

2 Wtr. t'vinn the throat. 3 Var. In concert with waters below. 
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SONG* 

[From Johnson's Scots Musical Museam (125, p. 131. Vol. 
n. Note, p. 121.) where it is given afi additional words to the 
tune of " Braw, braw lads of Galla-water*"] 

No repose can I discover 
Nor find joy without my lover ; 
Can I stay when she's not near me ? 
Cruel fates ! once deign to hear me. 

The charms of gratideur don't decoy me, 

Fair Eliza must enjoy me : ^ 

My crown and sceptre I resign, 

The shepherd's life shall Still be mine. 



A BURLESQUE ELEGY 



»<. 



ON THE AMPUTATION OP A STUDENT S HAIR, ANTBOEDEKT TO 
HIS ENTERING INTO ORDERS. ^ 

SAD catastrophe ! event dire ! ^ 
How shall the loss, the heavy loss be borne ? 

Or how the muse attune the plaintive lyre, 
To sing of Strephon with his ringlets shorn ? 

Say ye who can divine the mighty cause. 
From whence this modern circumcision springs ? 

1 Give me joy. 

2 This ' title '^restored from the original. 
8 Improved by Mr. Bobert Chambers thus : — 

sad catastrophe ! event most dire ! 
^ Ed. ofFtitgvMon, 1840, p. 89. 
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Ana wake sad echoes to prolong the lay ; 

For liark I methinks I hear the tragic knell ; 

This hour bespeaks the barber on his way. 

<) razor! yet thy poignant edge suspend; 

() yet indulge me with a short delay, 
Till I once more pourtray my youthful friend, 

Ere his proud locks are scatter'd on the clay. 

Kre the huge wig, in formal curls array'd, 

With pulvile pregnant, shall o'ershade his face ; 

()r, like the wide umbrella, lend its aid, 
To banish lustre from the sacred place. 

Mourn, ye zephyrs! for, alas! no more 
His waving ringlets shall your call obey ; 

For ah ! the stubborn wig must now be wore. 
Since Strephon's locks are scatter'd on the clay. 

Amanda, too, in bitter anguish sighs, 
And grieves the metamorphosis to see : 

Mourn not, Amanda, for the hair that lies 
Dead on the ground shall be revived for thee. 




Some skilful artist of a French /n'^^^r, 
With graceful ringlets shall thy temples bind, 

And cull the precious relics from the floor, 
Which yet may flutter in the wanton wind. 



FASHION.— A POEM. 

Bred up where discipline most rare is. 
In MUitaxy Garden Paris. 

HUDIBSAS. 

NATURE, parent goddess ! at thy shrine. 
Prone to the earth, the muse, in humble song. 
Thy aid implores : Nor will she wing her flight 
Till thou, bright form, in thy effulgence pure 
Deign*st to look down upon her lowly state, 
And shed thy powerful influence benign. 

Come then, regardless of vain fashion's fools. 
Of all those vile enormities of shape 
That crowd the world, and with thee bring 
Wisdom in sober contemplation clad. 
To lash those bold usurpers from the stage. 

On that bless'd spot where the Parisian dome 
To fools the stealing hand of time displays. 
Fashion her empire holds ; a goddess great ! 
View her amidst the miUinerian train 
On a resplendent throne exalted high. 
Strangely diversified with gew-gaw forms. 
Her busy hand glides pleasurably o'er 
The darling novelties, the trinkets rare 
That greet the sight of the admiring dames. 
Whose deiyr bought treasures o'er their native isle 
Contagious spread, infect the wholesome air 
That cherish'd vigour in Britannia's sons. 
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w woriny emulation, to excel 
In tritlc'S such as these: how truly great! 
rnwuithy of the peevish blubbering boy, 
Crush'd in his childhood by the fondling nurse, 
Who fur some fav'rite bauble frets and pines 

Amongst the proud attendants of this shrine, 
The wealthy, young and gay Glarinda draws. 
From poorer objects, the astonish'd eye : 
Her looks, her dress, and her aiFected mien 
Doom her enthusiast keen in fashion's train : 
AVhite as the cover'd Alps or wintFy face 
Of snowy Lapland, her toupee uprear'd, 
Exhibits to the view a cumbrous mass 
Of curls high nodding o'er her polish'd brow ; 
From which redundant flows the Brussels lace, 
With pendant ribbons too of various dye. 
Where all the colours in th' ethereal bow, 
Unite, and blend, and tantahze the sight. 

Nature, to thee alone, not fashion's pomp. 
Does beauty owe her all-commanding eye. 
P'rom the green bosom of the watery main, 
Array'd by thee, majestic Venus rose. 
With waving ringlets carelessly diffused, 
Floating luxurious o'er the restless surge. 
What Rubens then, with his enlivening hand, 
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Could paint Ihe bright vermilion of her cheek, 
Pure as the roseate portal of the east, 
That opens to receive the cheering ray 
Of Phoebus beaming from the orient sky ? 
For sterling beauty needs no faint essays, 
Or colourings of art, to gild her more: 
She is all perfect. And, if beauty fail. 
Where are those ornaments, those rich attires 
Which can reflect a lustre on that face. 
Where she with light innate disdains to shine ? 

Britons, beware of fashion's luring wiles. 
On either hand, chief guardians of her power. 
And sole dictators of her fickle voice. 
Folly and dull effeminacy reign ; 
Whose blackest magic and unhallowed spells. 
The Roman ardour checked ; their strength decayed. 
And all their glory scattered on the winds. 

Tremble, Albion ! for the voice of fate 
Seems ready to decree thy after-fall. 
By pride, by luxury, what fatal ills 
Unheeded have approached thy mortal frame ; 
How many foreign weeds their heads have rear'd 
In thy fair garden ! Hasten, ere their strength 
And baneful vegetation taint the soil, 
To root out rank disease, which soon must spread, 
If no bless'd antidote will purge away 
Fashion's proud minions from our sea-girt isle. 
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Under a lonely spreading oak I lay, 
My head upon the daisied green reclined, 

The evening sun beam'd forth his parting ray, 
The foliage bended to the hollow wind. 

There gentle sleep ray acting powers suppress'd, 
The city's distant hum was heard no more, 

Yet Fancy sulfer'd not the mind to rest, 
Ever obedient to her wakeful power. 

She led me near a crystal fountain's noise. 
Where undulating waters sportive play, 

Where a young comely swain, with pleasing ^ voice. 
In tender - accents sung his sylvan lay. 

'' Adieu, ye baneful pleasures of the town ; 

' Farewell, ye giddy and unthinking throng ; 
' Without regret your foibles I disown, 

' Themes more exalted claim the Muse's song. 

' Your stony hearts no social feelings share, 
' Your souls of distant sorrows ne'er partake ; 

' Ne'er do you listen to the needy prayer, 
' Nor drop a tear for tender pity's sake. 

I Vir. tfiivlcr. 2 Var. ploasin;;;. 
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* Welcome, ye fields, ye fountains, and ye groves, 

* Te flowery meadows, and extensive plains, 

* Where soaring warblers pour their pleasing loves, 

^ Each landscape cheering with their vocal strains. 

* Here rural beauty, opening to the eye, ^ 

' On the green margin ^ of each streamlet glows, 

* Where with the blooming hawthorn, roses vie, * 

^ And the fair lily of the valley grows. 

' Here Chastity may wander unassail'd, 
' Through fields where gay seducers cease to rove ; 

* Where open Vice o'er Virtue ne'er prevail'd, 

' Where all is innocence, and all is love. 

* Peace, with her olive wand, triumphant reigns, 

' Guarding secure the peasant's humble bed ; 

* Envy is banish'd from the happy plains, 

' And Defamation's busy tongue is laid. 

' Health and contentment usher in the mom, 
' With jocund smiles they court * the rural swain, 

* For which the peer, to pompous titles bom, 

' Forsaken sighs — ^but all his sighs are vain. 

' For the calm comforts of an easy mind, 

* In yonder lowly cot delight to dwell, 

^ And leave the statesman for the lab'ring hind, 
< The regal palace for the humble cell. ^ 



1 Var. rears her pleasing shrine. 2 Var. She on the margin. 

8 Var. roses twine. 4 Var. cheer. 

5 Certes, in fair virtue's heavenly road,. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind. 

Bn&Ns' * Cotter^B Sabwrdojf Night; Stanza zix. 
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EXTEMPORE, 

ON SIOKING SOME STANZAS TO MRS. HARTLEY, WHEREIN SHE 13 
DKSCKIHEI) AS RESEMIJLING MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 

[The " flattering stanzas," which were the occasion of the 
present Extempore, appeared in the ' Edinburgh Evening 
Counint' (Wednesday), April 1st (All fool's day I), 1772 
Tlicy are as follows : — 

TO MRS. HARTLEY, 

On hearing she intends appearing in the character of 
Mary (Jueen of Scots. 

Cease, Hartley, cease: Forbear the ungracious part; 

In talm repose let Mary's sorrows lie, 
We've oft confess'd your empire o'er the heart, 

By tlie warm plaudit, and the broken sigh, 
But should you now, in gentle Mary's guise, 

Chiini the soft tribute of the feeling soul, 
I fear the tender ])assi(ms soon would rise 

Too hi^di for sa^e discretion to control: 
So fair a j)ieture "* of the Queen we love 

In every youthful charm, can never fail to move. 

1 Vii): riot. '2 Var. discord. 3 Var. stream. 

4 It is roni;irk:il)le. that there is a very striking likeness between Mrs. 
II. ami tlie oriu'inal paintings of Queen Mary. 
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DEATH Oi MR. THOMAS LANCASHIRE. 197 

Mrs. Hartley was only a second-rate actress. Her ' first 
attempts' were very fayoorably receired; but latterly she 
proved a mere copyist — her only well supported character, 
'Jane Shore,' being after Mrs. Yates. * Detector,' in the I 
* Weekly Magazine,' says, ** The tree at first bore many blos- 
soms: I am sorry it did not yield more fimit. Although it failed, 
it was not for want of care and culture (on the part of Digges, 
the Manager of the Theatre) or the sunshine of public favour." 
There is a very beautiful Portrait of Mrs. Hartley drawn and 
engraved by Sherwin.] 

Hartley resembles Scotland's Queen, 

Some bard enraptured cries : 
A flattering bard he is, I ween, 

Or else the painter lies. ^ 



ON THE DEATH OF MR THOMAS LANCASHmE, 

COMEDIAN. 

[Lancashire, says Jackson, '* possessed a great fund of dry 
humour, and filled Shuter's line in low comedy. He was a 
great favourite with the public. He kept a tavern, first in the 
Canongate, and afterwards in the New Town. He drank and 
joked with his customers: laughed and grew fat; and at 
length died, respected by many, and with the good word of 
aU." — History of the Scottish Stage, p. 42.] 

Alas, poor Thom ! how oft, with merry heart. 
Have we beheld thee play the sexton's part, ^ 
Each comic heart must now be grieved to see 
The sexton's dreary part performed on thee. 



1 See her picture in the palace of Holyroodhouse.— i'^. 

2 Grave-digger in Hamlet.— F. 
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" A heart more cold than winter's snows ? 

" Yet nipping winter's keenest sway 

" But for a short-liv'd space prevails ; 
" Spring-time returns, and cheers each spray, 

" Scented with Flora's fragrant gales. 
'" Come, Julia, come, thy love obey, 

" Thou mistress of angelic charms ! 
'• Come smiling like the morn in May, 

" And centre in thy Strephon's arms. 

" Else, haunted by the fiend despair, 

*' He'll court some solitary grove, 
" Where mortal foot did ne'er repair, 

" But swains oppress'd by hapless love. 
" From the once pleasing rural throng, 

" Remov'd, he'll through the desert stray, 
" Where Philomela's mournful song 

" Shall join his melancholy lay." 



1 Tliis 'Soiifij' appeared in Johnson's 'Scots Musical Museum' [14'J!. 
Vdl. i'd. ]). 14!'.] adapted tu tin* tine old air of Cumbernauld House,' which 
is insLM'tcd Imth in Maej^Mbbcm and Oswald's Collections. Can no one 
recover the uld words to ' Cumbernauld House?' The Editor of Fer- 
fjussoii should feel greatly oblij^ed by any one sending them or any frajj- 
nu'iit to liis p)il>lisliers. They have eluded the search even of Mr. Lain;; 
and of Mr. S1ku-]>o. 



CONSCIENCE:— AN ELEGY. 



I Leaye her to heayen. 



And to tbe ^oms tiiat in her bosom lodge, 
To prick and sting her. 

Sbakspeabe. [Richard II. Act I. Sc. 5.] 

No choiring warblers flutter in the sky ; 

Phoebus no longer holds his radiant sway ; 
While Nature, with a melancholy eye, 

Bemoans the loss of his departed ray. 

happy he whose conscience knows no guile ! 

He to the sable night can bid farewell ; 
From cheerless objects close his eyes a while 

Within the silken folds of sleep to dwell. 

Elysian dreams shall hover round his bed, 
His soul shall wing, on pleasing fancies borne, 

To shining vales where flow'rets lift their head, 
Waked by the breathing zephyrs of the morn. 

But wretched he whose foul reproachful deeds 
Can through an angry conscience wound his rest. 

His eye too oft the balmy comfort needs. 
Though slumber seldom knows him as her guest. 

To calm the raging tumults of his soul. 
If wearied nature should an hour demand. 

Around his bed the sheeted spectres howl. 
Red with revenge the grinning furies stand. 

Nor state nor grandeur can his pain allay ; 

Where shall he find a requiem to his woes ? 
Power cannot chase the frightful gloom away, 

Nor music lull him to a kind repose. 
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Wliere be those pibes, those tlashes of merriment, that were wont to set 
the table in a rour ? 

Hamlet, Act V. 

The Doctor dead I let old St. Johnston mourn; 
Let laughter's sons to sorrow's vot'ries turn ; 
Mirth, wit, and humour from the earth are gone, 
And to the summit of Olympus flown. 
Could .Momus die, 'tis sure, as Jove's in heaven. 
The vacaut chair to Toshack would be given. 
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THE SIMILE. 

[This Simile appears as a Song (cxxxvi. p. 118 — 19) in the 
Gokltinch or new modern Songster, 1 VoL 12mo, 1782. 
Burns's first effusion, namely, the words to the *Tither Mom,' 
a])peared in the Goldfinch ; and I believe that this is the Collec- 
tiun which he speaks of in his Memoranda.] 

At noontide as Colin and Sylvia lay 

Within a cool jessamine bower, 
A butterfly, waked by the heat of the day, 

Was sipping the juice of each flower. 
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Near the shade of this covert a young shepherd boy 

The gaudy brisk flutterer spies, 
Who held it as pastime to seek and destroy 

Each beautiful insect that flies. 

From the lily he hunted this fly to the rose, 

From the rose to the lily again. 
Till weary with tracing its motions, he chose 

To leave the pursuit with disdain. 

Then Colin to Sylvia smilingly said, 

Amyntor has followed you long ; 
From him, like the butterfly, still have you fled, 

Though woo'd by his musical tongue. 

Beware in persisting to start from his arms. 

But with his fond wishes comply ; 
Come, take my advice ; or he's pall'd with your charms. 

Like the youth and the beautiful fly. 

Says Sylvia, — Colin, thy simile's just. 

But still to Amyntor I'm coy ; 
For I vow she's a simpleton blind that would trust 

A swain, when he courts to destroy. 



TO MR. [JOHN F.] GUION, COMEDIAN, 

FOR HIS FANEGYHIC ON DR. WEBSTER. 

Though moralists may wisely say, 

It is but barely civil 
For all our enemies to pray. 

And render good for evil ; 



The billows of life are supprest, 
Its tumults, its toils disappear, 

To relinquish the storms that are past, 
1 thiuk on the suushine that's near. 

Dame Fortune and I are agreed ; 

Her frowns I no longer endure; 
Fur the goddess has kindly decreed, 

That Damon no more shall be poor. 

Now riches will ope the dim eyes. 
To view the increase of my store ; 

And many my friendship will prize 
Who never knew Damon before. 

But those I renounce and abjure, 
Wlio carried contempt in their eye : 

May poverty still be their dower 

That could look on misfortune awry ! 



1 The above Epii;ram was written on readinj? vSeveral very encomi- 
ast ir Wrses on l)r. Webster, which appeared in the Scots Magazine tor 
.lul^- 1772, «tc. Guion >\as equally an adniiriTof Fcrgusson. 



Te powers that weak mortals govern. 
Keep pride at his bmy from my mind ; 

let me not haughtily learn 

To despiBe the few friends that were tdnd I 

For theirs was & feeling sinoere ; 
Twos free from deluBion and art ; 

may I that friendship revere, 

And hold it yet dear to mj heart ! 

By which was I ever forgot 1 

It was both my physioian and cnie. 

That still found the way to my cot. 
Although t was wretched and poor. 

'Twas balm to my canker'tooth'd care. 
The wound of affliction it heal'd ; 

tn dUtiesB it was Pity's soft tear, 
When naked, cold Poverty's shield. 

Attend, ye kind youth of the plain '. 

Who oft with my sorrows condoled ; 
Tou cannot be deaf to the strain. 

Since Damon is master of gold. 

1 have chose a soft ' sylvan retreat, 

Bedeck 'd with he beauties of upring; 
Around my flocks wander - and bleat. 
While the musioal choristers sing. 

I force not the waters to stand 
In an artful canal at my door. 



And the birch to deal odours around. 

For whom has she perfumed my groves 1 
For whom has she cluster'd my vine ? 

If friendship despise my alcoves, 
They'll ne'er be recesses of mine. 

He who tastes his grape juices by stealth, 
Without chosen companions to share, 

Is the basest of slaves to his wealth, 
And the pitiful minion of care. 

come ! and with Damon retire 

Amidst the green umbrage embower'd ! 

Your mirth and your songs to inspire. 
Shall the juice of his vintage be pour'd. 

O come, ye dear friends of his youth I 
Of all his good fortune partake ; 

Nor think 'tis departing from truth, 
To say 'twas preserved for your sake. 






THE CANONGATE PLAT-HOUSE IN RUINS. 
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THE CANONGATE PLAY-HOUSE IN RUINS. 

A BUBLBSQUE POEM. 

[This * Theatre ' stood behind the soath line of the street, 
opposite to the head of New Street. It was founded in 1746 by 
Ryan of Covent Garden, London : but was only first used ander 
the royal licence on 9th December, 1767. A new * Theatre' 
being built in 1768 in the New Town, the humble * Canongate ' 
was almost immediately after left to ruin. It was in this 
'Theatre' that the 'Gentle Shepherd' of Ramsay was first 
publicly represented, and where subsequently Home's * Doug- 
las ' was first privately represented with such a Corps Drama- 
tiqne as is unlikely ever to '' tread the Stage again."] 



Tb few, whose feeling hearts are ne*er estranged 
From soft emotions ! ye who often wear 
The eye of pity, and oft vent her sighs, 
When sad Melpomene, in woe-fraught strains, 
Gains entrance to the breast ; or often smile 
When brisk Thalia gayly trips along 
Scenes of enlivening mirth ; attend my song. 
And Fancy ! thou whose ever-flaming light 
Can penetrate into the dark abyss 
Of chaos, and of hell — ! with thy blazing torch 
The wasteful scene illumine, that the Muse, 
With daring pinions, may her flight pursue, 
Nor with timidity be known to soar 
O'er the theatric world, to chaos changed. 

Can I contemplate on those dreary scenes 
Of mould'ring desolation, and forbid 
The voice elegiac and the falling tear ! 
No more from box to box the basket piled 
With oranges as radiant as the spheres, 
Shall with their luscious virtues charm the sense 
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taose sacred walls, that late were brusl 
By rustling silks and waving capuchins, 
Are now ])ecome the sport of wrinkled time ! 
Thoso walls, that late have echoed to the voice 
of stern King Richard, to the seat transform'd 
Of crawling spiders and detested moths, 
Who in the lonelv crevices reside ; 
( )r gender in the beams, that have upheld 
Gods, denii-gods, and all the joyous crew 
Of thunderers in the galleries above. 

Sliakspearo ! where are all thy tinseU'd kings, 
Thy fawning courtiers, and thy waggish clowns? 
Wliere all thy fairies, spirits, witches, fiends. 
That here have gamboU'd in nocturnal sport, 
Round tlie lone oak, or sunk in fear away 
From the shrill summons of the cock at morn ? 
Where now the temples, palaces, and towers ? 
Wliere now the groves that ever-verdant smiled ? 
Where now the streams that never ceased to flow ? 
Whyre now the clouds, the rains, the hails, the winds. 
The thunders, lightnings, and the tempests strong ? 

Here shepherds, lolling in their woven bowers, 
In dull recitativo often sung 
Their loves accompanied with clangour strong 
From horns, from trumpets, clarionets, bassoons; 
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From violinos sharp, or droning bass, 
Or the brisk tinkling of a harpsichord. 

Such is thy power, music ! such thy fame, 
That it has fabled been, how foreign song, 
Soft issuing from Tenducci's ^ slender throat. 
Has drawn a plaudit from the gods enthroned 
Round the empyreum of Jove himself, 
High seated on Olympus' airy top. 
Nay, that his feverous voice was known to soothe 
The shrill-toned prating of the female tongues. 
Who, in obedience to the lifeless song. 
All prostrate fell ; all fainting died away 
In silent ecstacies of passing joy. 

Ye who oft wander by the silver light 
Of sister Luna, or to church-yard's gloom. 
Or cypress shades, if chance should guide your steps 
To this sad mansion, think not that you tread 
Unconsecrated paths ; for on this ground 
Have holy streams been pour'd, and flow'rets strew'd ; 
While many a kingly diadem, I ween, 
Lies useless here entomb'd, with heaps of coin 
Stamp'd in theatric mint : offenceless gold ! 
That carried not persuasion in its hue, 
To tutor mankind in their evil ways. 
After a lengthen'd series of years. 
When the unhallow'd spade shall discompose 



1 Oiusto Ferdinando Tenducci— This Operatic singer was not cer- 
tainly the Orpheus which Fergosson represents : at the same time his 
mellMuoos mode of singing Scottish melodies made him an especial 
fkyomite. It was for Tenducci that Fexgusson first appeared .as an 
author by writing [1769] the Songs in the Opera of Artaxerxes. Alex- 
ander Campbell, in his History of Scottish Poetry [Life of Fergusson], has 
recorded that Tenducci used to speak of our Poet with the tenderest 
emotion and affection. He it was who attracted George Thomson's at- 
tention to the * Scottish melodies ' which issued in their marriage to 
** immortal verse " in the peerless lyrics of Bums and other of the great 
Poets of Scotland. 
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Thus when the mariner to foreign clime 
I lis hark conveys, where odoriferous gales, 
And orange-groves, and love-inspiring wine, 
Have uft repaid his toil; if earthquake dire. 
With liollow groanings and convulsive pangs. 
The ground hath rent, and all those beauties soil'd, 
Will he refrain to shed the grateful drop, 
A tribute justly due (though seldom paid) 
To the remembrance of happier times? 



THE PEASANT, THE HEN, AND YOUNG DUCKS. 



A FABLE. 



A Hen of all the dunghill ' crew 
The fairest, stateliest to view, 
Of laying tired, she fondly begs 
Her keeper's leave to hatch her eggs : 
He, dunn'd with the incessant cry, 
Was forced for peace' sake to comply ; 

1 l'<ir. iniiUIen. 
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And in a month the downy brood 
Came chirping round the hen for food, 
Who view'd them with parental eyes 
Of pleasing fondness and surprise, 
And was not at a loss to trace 
Her likeness growing in their face, 
Though the broad bills could well declare 
That they another offspring were ; 
So strong will prejudices blind, 
And lead astray the easy mind. 

To the green margin of the brook 
The hen her fancied children took ; 
Each young one shakes his unfledged wings. 
And to the flood by instinct springs ; 
With willing strokes they gladly swim. 
Or dive into the glassy stream, 
While the fond mother vents her grief, 
And prays the peasant's kind relief. 
The peasant heard the bitter cries. 
And thus in terms of rage replies, 
" You fool ! give o'er your useless moan, 
^' Nor mourn misfortunes not your own ; 
'^ But learn in wisdom to forsake 
" The offspring of the duck and drake." 
To whom the hen, with angry crest 
And scornful looks, herself addrest : 
" If reason were my constant guide 
" (Of man the ornament and pride), 
" Then should I boast a cruel heart, 
^' And foreign feeling all depart ; 
*' But since poor I, by instinct blind, 
'^ Can boast no feelings so refined, 
" 'Tis h(5ped your reason will excuse, 
" Though I your counsel sage refuse, 
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To sense of others' woes destroyed, 
Act only from a selfish view, 
Nor give the aid to pity due. 



ON SEEING A LADY PAINT HERSELF. 

When, by some misadventure crost, 
The banker hath his fortunes lost, 
Credit his instant need supplies, 
And fur a moment blinds our eyes: 
So Delia, when her beauty's flown, 
Trades on a bottom not her own, 
And labours to escape detection 
liy putting on a false complexion. 



AGAINST HEPINING AT FORTUNE. 

Tiioroii in my narrow bounds of rural toil, 
No obelisk or splendid column rise ; 
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Though partial Fortune still averts her smile, 
And views my labours with condemning eyes ; 

Yet all the gorgeous vanity of state 
I can contemplate with a cool disdain ! 

Nor shall the honours of the gay and great 
E'er wound my bosom with an envious pain. 

Avails it aught the grandeur of their halls, 
With all the glories of the pencil hung, 

If Truth, fair Truth ! within th' unhallow'd walls. 
Hath never whispered with her seraph tongue ? 

Avails it aught, if music's gentle lay 
Hath ofb been echoed by the sounding dome ; 

If music cannot soothe their griefs away, 
Or change a wretched to a happy home 1 

Though Fortune should invest them with her spoils. 
And banish poverty with look severe, 

Enlarge their confines, and decrease their toils, 
Ah ! what avails if she increase their care ? 

Though fickle she disclaim my moss-grown cot. 
Nature, thou look'st with more impartial eyes ; 

Smile thou, fair goddess ! on my sober lot ; 
I'll neither fear her fall, nor court her rise. 

When early larks shall cease the matin song ; 

When Philomel at night resigns her lays ; 
When melting numbers to the owl belong, 

Then ^hall the reed be silent in thy praise. 

CSan he who with the tide of Fortune sails, 
More pleasure from the sweets of nature share ? 
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Doth health reward them with her open smiles, 
Or exercise enlarge their feeble powers 1 

'Tis not in richest mines of Indian gold, 
That man this jewel happiness can find. 

If his unfeeling breast, to virtue cold. 
Denies her entrance to his ruthless mind. 

Wealth, pomp and honour are but gaudy toys ; 

Alas ! how poor the pleasures they impart ! 
Virtue's the sacred source of all the joys 

That claim a lasting mansion in the heart. 



EPITAPH ON GENERAL WOLFE. 

[We meet so very rarely with a man at all to be compared 
witli the iUustricjus hero of Quebec, that it is deemed unne- 
cessary to apologi/c for the introduction of the following 
Notices conceriung liini ; the latter of which is peculiarly inter- 
esting as tlie testimony of a foreigner: — The Epitaph of Fergus- 
son scarcely warrants the illustrations, but it is well even to step 
aside to commend ability and worth. — Death of Wolfe. When 
struck for the tliird time, he sank down; he then supported 
liimsclf for a few minutes in a sitting posture, with the assist- 
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ance of Lieutenant Brown, Mr. Henderson a volanteer, and a 
private soldier, all of the Grenadier Company of the 22d; 
Colonel Williamson of the Royal Artillery, afterwards went to 
his aid. From time to time Wolfe tried with his faint hand 
to clear away the death-mist that gathered on his sight; hat 
the effort seemed vain ; for presently he lay hack and gave no 
signs of life beyond a heavy breathing, and an occasional groan. 
Meantime the French had given way, and were flying in all 
directions. The Grenadier officers, seeing this, called out to 
those around him : — " See, they run." The words caaght the 
ear of the dying man : he raised himself, like one aroused from 
sleep, and asked eagerly, "Who runs?" "The enemy, sir," 
answered the officer; " they give way everywhere." " Go one 
of you to Colonel Burton," said Wolfe : " tell him to march 
Webbe's (the 48th) regiment with all speed down to the St. 
Charles River, to cut off the retreat." His voice grew faint as 
he spoke, and he tamed as if seeking an easier position on his 
side; when he had given this last order, he seemed to feel 
that he had done his duty, and added feebly, but distinctly — 
" Now, God be praised, I die happy." His eyes then closed ; 
and, after a few convulsive movements, he became still. De- 
spite the anguish of his wounds, he died happy ; for through 
the mortal shades that fell upon his soul, there rose over the 
unknown world's horizon, the dawn of an eternal morning. — 
The Conquest of Canada, 1849. 

Quebec witnessed the fall of James Wolfe: a young hero, 
whose name is worthy to be placed in the same rank with 
those of the Grecian annals; a man of extraordinary acuteness 
and energy of mind, whose soul was equally superior to pride 
and suspicion, and who, in his virtues, perhaps in his mag- 
nanimity, but specially in the circumstances of his death, 
closely resembled Epaminondas. — John Von MuUer, Univer- 
sal History, B. xxiii. § 8.] 

In worth exceeding, and in virtue great, 
Words would want force his actions to relate. 
Silence, ye bards ! eulogiums vain forbear, 
It is enough to say that Wolfe lies here. 
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TiiK Muse, a shameless mercenary jade ! 

Has now assumed the arch-tongued lawyer's trade; 

In Wolfe's deserving praises silekt she, 

Till flatter'd with the prospect of a fee. 



ON A rHEMlUM OF £100 
ni:iN(; offkred for the best epitaph on general wolfe.* 

0.\E hundred pounds ! too small a boon 
To set the Poet's muse in tune 

That nothing might escape her. 
What ? Wolfe's achievements to relate 
With every action good and great '? 

Pshaw I 'twould'ut buy the paper. 



GOOD EATING. 

Hear, O ye host of Epicurus! hear I 

Each portly form, whose overhanging paunch 

Can well denote the all-transcendent joy 



That springs unbounded from fruition full 
Of rich repast ; to you I consecrate 
The song advent'rous ; happy if the Muse 
Can cook the numbers to your palates keen, 
Or send but half the relish with her song, 
That smoking sirloins to your souls convey. 

Hence now, ye starvelings wan ! whose empty wombs 
Oft echo to the hollow murmuring tones 
Of hunger fell. — Avaunt, ye base-born hinds ! 
Whose fates unkind ne'er destined you to gorge 
The banquet rare, or wage a pleasing ^ar 
With the delicious morsels of the earth. 
To you I sing not : for alas ! what pain. 
What tantaUzing tortures would ensue. 
To aid the force of famine's sharpest tooth, 
Were I to breathe my accents in your ear ! 

Hail, Boast Beef! monarch of the festive throng, 
To hunger's bane the strongest antidote ; 
Come, and with all thy rage-appeasing sweets 
Our appetites allay : For, or attended 
By root Hibernian, or plumb-j)udding rare. 
Still thou art welcome to the social board. 
Say, can the spicy gales from orient blown. 
Or zephyrs wing, that from the orange groves 
Brushes the breeze, with rich perfumes replete. 
More aromatic or reviving smell 
To nostrils bring ? Or can the glassy streams 
Of Pactolus, that o'er its golden sands 
Delightful glide, thy luscious drops outvie 
That from thy sides imbrown'd unnumber'd fall ? 
Behold, at thy approach what smiles serene 
Beam from the ravish'd guests. — Still are their tongues. 
While they with whetted instruments prepare 
For deep incision. — Now the abscess bl^ds. 
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And then (0 dismsll tale !) those precious drops 
Of riattery that bedew'd his spring of fortune, 
Leave the sad winter of his state so fall'n, 
Nor nurse the thorn from which they ne'er can hope 
Again to pluck the odour-dropping rose. 

Fur tliee, roast beef ! in variegated shapes 
Have mortals toil'd. — The sailor sternly braves 
Tile strength of Boreas, and exulting stands 

, Upon the sea-wash 'd deck — with hopes inspired 

! Of yet indulging in thy wish'd for sweets, 
He smiles amidst the dangers that surround him; 

I Cheerful ho steers to cold forbidding climes, 

I Or to the torrid zone explores his way. 

I Be kind, ye Powers ! and still propitious send 

! This par:;gon of feeding to our halls ; 

I With this regaled, who would vain-glorious wish 
For towering pyramids superbly crown'd, 

j With jellies, syllabubs, or ice-creams rare] 
These can amuse the eye, and may bestow 
A short-lived pleasure to a palate strange ; 
But for a moment's pleasure, who would vend 

! A life- time that would else be spent in joy, 

I For hateful loathings and for gouty rheums, 
K^^ I Ever preceded by indulged excess ? 
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Blest be those walls where hospitality 
And welcome reign at large ! There may you oft 
Of social cheer partake, and love and joy, 
Pleasures that to the human mind convey 
Ideal pictures of the bliss supreme : 
But near the gate where Parsimony dwells. 
Where Ceremony cool, and brow austere, 
Confront the guests, ne'er let thy foot approach ; 
For, void of kind benevolence, heavenly virtue ! 
What is life's garden but a devious wild, 
Through which the traveller must pass forlorn, 
Unguided by the aid of friendship's ray ? 
Bather if poverty hold converse with thee. 
To the lone garret's lofty bield ascend, 
Or dive to some sad cell ; there have recourse 
To meagre offals, where, though small thy fare, 
Freedom shall wing thee to a purer joy 
Than banquets with superfluous dainties crown'd, 
Mix'd with reserve and coolness, can afford. 

But, if your better fortunes have prepared 
Tour purse with ducats, and with health thy frame, 
Assemble, friends ! and to the tavern straight, 
Where the officious drawer, bending low. 
Is passive to a fault. Then, nor the Siguier grand, 
Or Russia's empress,^ signaliz'd for war, 
Can govern with more arbitrary sway. 

Ye who for health, for exercise, for air. 
Oft saunter from Edina's smoke-capt spires, 
And, by the grassy hill or dimpled brook 
An appetite revive, should oft-times stray 
O'er Arthur's-seat's green pastures to the town, 
for sheep-heads and bone-bridges famed of yore,^ 

1 Catherine. 

2 The village of Duddingstone, near Edinburgh, which was then fa- 
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ine ciotn lo lay. — inswnciiveiy laey come, 
And lo I the table, wrapt in cloudy steams, 
Groans with the weight of the transporting fare 
That breathes frankincense on the guests around. 
Now, while stern Winter holds his frigid sway, 
And to a period spins the closing year; 
While festivals abound, and sportive hours 
Kill the remembrance of our weaning time, 
Let not Intemperance, destructive fiend ! 
Gain entrance to your halls. — Despoil'd by him, 
Shall cloyed appetite, forerunner sad 
Of rank disease, invet'rate clasp your frame. 
Contentment shall no more be known to spread 
llor cherub wings round thy once happy dwelling, 
But misery of thought, and racking pain, 
Shall plunge you headlong to the dark abyss. 



nious fi .r certain 'sheep-head' dinners. The crania being afterward! 
placed, savs Ciiambcrs. committing an exquisite bull, as stepping-ftonei 
across pools in the street, the place was quizzically spoken of as a great 
City possessing a hundred bone bridges. 

1 This Tavern was in a large gruesome old house (dated 1S78) on the 
Sliore at Leith, not far from the flag-house at the end of the pier. It 
still exists, but as a private dwelling. 
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THE DELIGHTS OF VIRTUE. 

Bbturning mom, in orient blush array'd, 
With gentle radiance hail'd the sky serene ; 

No rustling breezes waved the verdant shade, 
Nor sw«lling surge disturbed the azure main. 

These moments, Meditation, sure are thine ; 

These are the halcyon joys you wish to find, 
When nature's peaceful elements combine 

To suit the calm composure of the mind. 

The Muse, exalted by thy sacred power. 
To the green mountain's air-born summit flew, 

Charmed with the thoughtful stillness of an hour. 
That usher'd beaming fancy to her view. 

Fresh from old Neptune's fluid mansion sprung 
The sun, reviver of each drooping flower ; 

At his approach the lark, with matin song. 
In notes of gratitude confessed his power. 

So shines fair Virtue, shedding light divine 
On those who wish to profit by her ways ; 

Who ne'er at parting with their vice repine, 
To taste the comforts of her blissful rays. 

She with fresh hopes each sorrow can beguile. 

Can dissipate Adversity's stern gloom, 
Make meagre Poverty contented smile. 

And the sad wretch forget his hapless doom« 

Sweeter than shady groves in summer's pride, 
Than flowery dales or grassy meads is she ; 

T 2 



yoT instant grandeur luture hopes annoy 
With thoughts that spring from insolence and pride. 

Soon will the winged moments speed away, 

When you'll no more the plumes of honour wear: 

Grandeur must shudder at the sad decay, 

And Pride look humble when he ponders there. 

Deprived of Virtue, where is Beauty's power ? 

Her dimpled smiles, her roses charm no more; 
So much can guilt the loveliest form deflower : 

We loath that beauty which we loved before. 

How fair are Virtue's buds where'er they blow. 

Or in the desert wild or garden gay ! 
Her flowers how sacred wheresoe'er they show. 

Unknown to the [vile] canker of decay ! 



CHAKACTEli OF A FRIEND, 

IN AN Ki'JTAI'lI WHICH HE DESIRKI) THE AUTHOR TO WRITE. 

Under this turf to mould'ring earth consign'd, 
Lies he who once was fickle as the wind. 
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Alike the scenes of good and ill he knew, 
From the chaste temple to the lewdest stew. 
Virtue and vice in him alternate reign*d ; 
That fill'd his mind, and this his pocket drain*d, 
Till in the contest they so stubborn grew, 
Death gave the parting blow, and both withdrew. 



A TAVERN ELEGY. 

Fled are the moments of delusive mirth, 
The fancy*d pleasure ! paradise divine ! 

Hush*d are the clamours that derive their birth 
From generous floods of soul reviving wine. 

Still night and silence now succeed their noise ; 

The erring tides of passion rage no more ; 
But all is peaceful as the ocean's voice 

When breezeless waters kiss the silent shore. 

Here stood the juice whose care controlling powers 

Could ev'ry human misery subdue, 
And wake to sportive joy the lazy hours. 

That to the languid senses hateful grew. 

Attracted by the magic of the bowl, 
Around the swelling brim in full array 

The glasses circled, as the planets roll, 

And hail with borrow'd light the god of day. 

Here music, the delight of moments gay ! 

Bade the unguarded tongues their motion cease, 
And with a mirthful, a melodious lay. 

Awed the fell voice of discord into peace. 
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Kv Biiccims' power, ye sons of riot, say, 
lluw many watchful sentinels have bled; 

How niLiny travellers have lost their way, 

Hy lamps unguided through the ev'ning shade! 

( > spur^^ those friendly twiuklers of the night ; 

Let 110 rude cane their hallo w'd orbs assail. 
For cowardice alone condemns the light, 

That sliows her countenance aghast and pale. 

Now thi' short taper warns me to depart 
Kre darkness shall assume his dreary sway ; 

Kre solitude fi\ll heavy on my heart, 

That lingers for the far approach of day. 

Wlio would not \'indicate the happy doom 
To be for ever number'd with the dead, 

Rather than hear the miserable gloom, 

When all his comfort, all his friends are fled T 

• 

Bear me, ye gods ! where I may cahnly rest 
From all the follies of the night secure. 

The balmy blessings of repose to taste, 

Nor hoar the tongue of outrage at my door. 



B BOW OF FBBUNQ 



THE sow OF FEELraO. 



ffltbltaMsiCiiFch'd puets— nith thrae Utn of Faellng: 

^tUogut Id lAe Prinet 0/ Tmi 

t/liuastjn planets ! do je still combine 

Againat thia wayward dreary life of mine ! 
Has pitileas -oppreaaion — cruel case 
Gain'd Bole poBBeasIon of the human racel 
By cruel hands baa every virtue bled, 
And iimocence from men to vultures fled ! 

Thrice happy had I lived in Jewish time, 
When swallowing purk or pig was deem'd a crime ; 
My husband long had bleat my longing arms, 
Long, long had known love's Bjinpathetic charms ! 
My children too— a little suclding race, 
With all their fiither growing in their face, 
From their prolific dam had ne'er been torn, 
Nor to the bloody stalls of butchers liorae. 

Ah 1 luxury to you my being owes 
Its load of misery^ — its load of woes! 
With heavy heart, I saunter all the day, 
Qruntle and murmur all my hours away ! 
In vain I try to summon old desire, 
For favourite sports — for wallowing in the mire , 
"Fhoughts of iny }iiiabaDii — of my children slain. 
Turn all my wonted pleasure into pain ! 
How oft did we, in Phcebus wanning ray, 
Bask on the humid Boftness of the clay 1 

I Tbie Epilogue nu tpokm bj Mn. Weaun, and uppeHn 
■WeeUjMigiulDe'Dn. Thb ' PriiiDe ' was slmw ttOI-bani, ai 

Muknuls. tlie Author df Iht Mbd nt FhHi^, b idiy uDlable bu 



TTrnrrmiVlne on euner snone cozuest ; ^^^^ 

111 riper hours love's more than ardent blaze, 
K:. kindled all his passion, all his praise ! 
X .' dvadly. sinful passion fired his soul, 
Virtue o't-r all his actions gain'd control: 
Tiia: cherub which attracts the female heart, 
And makes them soonest with their beauty part, 
Attracted mine: — I gave him all my love, 
In the recesses of a verdant grove: 
Twas tiitTe I listen'd to his warmest vows, 
Auiidst the pendant melancholy boughs; 
'T\sas there mv trusty lover shook for me 
A siiower of acorns from the oaken tree ; 
And from the teeming earth, with joy, ploughed out 
Tiie roots salubrious with his hardy snout. 
Biit Happiness, a floating meteor thou, 
Ti.at still inconstant art to man and sow, 
L.u us in gloomiest horrors to reside. 
Near by the deep-dyed sanguinary tide, 
Where whetting steel prepares the butch'ring knives, 
With greater ease t j take the harmless lives 
0\' cows, and caU\ s. and sheep, and hog, who fear 
The bite of bull-dogs, that incessant tear 
Their flesh, and keenly suck the blood-distilling ear! 




At length the day, th' eventful day drew near, 
Detested cause of many a briny tear ! 
I'll weep till sorrow shall my eye-lids drain, 
A tender husband, and a brother slain ! 
Alas ! the lovely languor of his eye. 
When the base murderers bore him captive by ! 
His mournful voice ! the music of his groans, 
Had melted any hearts — ^but hearts of stones 1 
! had some angel at that instant come, 
Given me four nimble fingers and a thumb, 
The blood-stain'd blade I'd turn'd upon his foe, 
And sudden sent him to the shades below — 
Where, or Pythagoras' opinion jests. 
Beasts are made butchers — ^butchers changed to beasts.^ 

In early times the law had wise decreed. 
For humad food but reptiles few should bleed ; 
But monstrous man, still erring from the laws. 
The curse of heaven on his banquet draws ! 
Already has he drained the marshes dry 
For frogs, new emblems of his luxury ; 
And soon the toad and lizard will come home, 
Pure victims to the hungry glutton's womb : 
Oats, rats, and mice, their destiny may mourn. 
In time their carcases on spits must turn ; 
They may rejoice to-day — while I resign 
Life, to be number'd 'mongst the feeling swine. 



1 Similarl J Gaj tnmsfomui the * cmel coachman ' into his ' hack ' in the 
future yrorld.—TrMa. 
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is sleep all day ana not au tne nignr; ^^^^^^^™ 

Last night, when potent draughts of mellow wine 

Did sober reason into wit refine ; 

When lusty Bacchus had contrived to drain 

The sullen vapours from our shallow brain, 

We sallied forth (for valour's dazzling sun 

Up to his bright meridian had run) ; 

And like renowned Quixotte and his squire, 

Spoils and adventures were our sole desire. 
First we approach'd a seeming sober dame, 

Preceded by a lanthorn's pallid flame, 

Boriie by a livery'd puppy's servile hand, 

The slave obsequious of her stern command. 

Curse on those cits, said I, who dare disgrace 

Our streets at midnight with a sober face ; 

Let never tallow-chandler give them light. 

To guide them through the dangers of the night. 

The valet's cane we snatch'd, and, demme ! I 

Made the frail lanthorn on the pavement lie. 

The guard, still watchful of the lieges' harm, 

With slow-paced motion stalk'd at the alarm. 

1 Mr. William Martin, Auctioneer and Bookseller of facetious memory, 
was wont to recite this Kitilojfue at his famous ' parties.' [Kay's Portraits, 
\). 4;i Vol. I.] Wilson was a popular second-rate Actor. There is a por- 
trait of him [i] in the character of I'atie' prefixed to Morison and Sons 
edition of the Gentle Shepherd, 1780. Perth, 1 Vol. l'2mo. 
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Guard, seize the rogues — the angry madam cried, 
And all the guard with Seize ta rogue replied. 

As in a war, there^s nothing judged so right 
As a concerted and prudential flight ; 
So we from guard and scandal to be freed, 
Left them the field and burial of their dead. 

Next we approach'd the bounds of Qeorge's square, 
Blest place ! No watch, no constables come there. 
Now had they borrowed Argus* eyes who saw us, 
All was made dark and desolate as chaos : 
Lamps tumbled after lamps, and lost their lustres. 
Like Doomsday, when the stars shall fall in clusters. 
Let fancy paint what dazzling glory grew 
From crystal gems, when Phoebus came in view ; 
Each shattered orb ten thousand fragments strews. 
And a new sun in every fragment shows. 

Hear then, my Bucks ! how drunken fate decreed us 
For a nocturnal visit to the Meadows, ^ 
And how we, val'rous champions, durst engage, 
deed unequall'd ! both the Bridge and Cage, ^ 
The rage of perilous winters which had stood. 
This 'gainst the wind, and that against the flood ; 
But what nor wind, nor flood, nor heav'n could bend e'er, 
We tumbled down, my Bucks, and made surrender. 

What are your far-famed warriors to us, 
'Bout whom historians make such mighty fuss : 
Posterity may think it was uncommon 
That Troy should be pillaged for a woman ; 
But ours your ten years' sieges will excel. 
And justly be esteem'd the nonpareil. 
Our cause is slighter than a dame's betrothing. 
For all these mighty feats have sprung from nothing. 

1 Note 1, p. 27. 

2 The 'Cage' was a small building at the end of the central walk in 
tlie Meadows. The ' Bridge ' crossed a small stream in the same walk. 
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JrsT now in fair Edina lives, 
That famous antient tovm. 
At a known place hight Black fry'rs wynd 

A kniiiht of old renown. 

A Druid's sacred form he bears 

With saucer eves of fire, 
An antique hat on*s head he wears 

Like Ramsay the town cryer. 

I>.jwn in the wynd his mansion stands, 

All gloomy dark within, 
Here mangled books like blood and bones 

Strt'w'd in a giant's den. 

Crude — indigested — half-devoured — 
On groaning shelves they're thrown, 

Such manuscripts no eye can read — 
No liaud write, but his own. 

No prophet, he like Sydrophel 

Can future times explore — 
But what has happen'd he can tell 

Five hundred years and more. 
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A walking alm'nack he appears 

Stept from some mouldy wall. 
Worn out of use, through dust and years 

Like scutcheons in his hall. 

By rusty coins old kings he'll trace, 
And know their air and mien — 

King Fergus he knows well by face 
Though Qeorge he ne'er has seen. 

This wight th' outsides of Churches lov'd 

Almost unto a sin, 
Spires Gothic of more use he prov'd 

Than pulpits are within. 

Te jack-daws, that are us*d to talk 
Like us of [th'] human race, — 

When nigh you see J C walk 

Loud chatter forth his praise. 

When e'er the fatal day shall com^-^ 

For come, alas ! it must — 
When this good Knight must stay at home 

And turn to antique dust ; 

The solemn dirge ye owls prepare. 
Ye bats, more hoarsely skreek — 

Croak, all ye ravens, round the bier. 
And all ye church-mice squeak [!] 
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I iw wii iiicin. Its not twenty years since they were Knowen, 
and such as had them keeped them secret. These six or 
seven years they are more openly complained off, and now the 
half of the town are plagued with them. This is chiefly at- 
tributed to the frequent alterations of servants, who bring them 
from liouse to house."] 

Tiiou source of song sublime ! thou chiefest Muse I 

Whose sacred fountain of immortal fame 

Bedew'd the flowerets culPd for Homer's brow, 

When he on Grecian plains the battles sung 

Of frogs and mice' — do thou, through Fancy's maze 

Of sportive pastime, lead a lowly Muse 

Her rites to join, while, with a faltering voice, 

She sings of reptiles yet in song unknown. 

Nor you, ye Bards ! who oft have struck the lyre. 
And tuned it to the movement of the spheres 
In harmony divine, reproach the lays. 
Which, though they wind not through the starry host 
Of bright creation, or on earth delight 
To hunt the murm'ring cadence of the floods 
Through scenes where Nature, with a hand profuse. 
Hath lavish strew'd her gems of precious dye ; 
Yet, in the small existence of a gnat, 
Or tiny bug, doth she, with equal skill. 



\ TVvo Uwlrachotnyomachia. 
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If not transcending, stamp her wonders there, 
Only disclosed to microscopic eye. 

Of old the Dryads ^ near Edina*8 walls 
Their mansions reared, and groves unnumbered rose 
Of branching oak, spread beech, and lofty pine, 
Under whose shade, to shun the noontide blaze, 
Did Pan resort, with all his rural train 
Of shepherds and of nymphs. The Dryads pleased. 
Would hail their sports, and summon echoes voice, 
To send her greetings through the waving woods ; 
But the rude axe, long brandish'd by the hand 
Of daring innovation, shaved the lawns ; 
Then not a thicket or a copse remained 
To 'sigh in concert with the breeze of eve. 

Edina's mansions with lignarian art ^ 
Were piled and fronted. Like an ark she seem'd 
To lie on mountain's top, with shapes replete, 
Clean and unclean, that daily wander o^er 
Her streets, that once were spacious, once were gay. 
To Jove the Dryads pray'd, nor pray'd in vain, 
For vengeance on her sons. At midnight drear 
Black showers descend, and teeming myriads rise 
Of bugs abhorrent, who by instinct steal 
Through the diseased and corrosive pores 
Of sapless trees, that late in forest stood 
With all the majesty of summer crown*d. 

By Jove's command dispersed, they wander wide 
O'er all the city. Some their cells prepare 



'1 There is a tradition, says Chambers, that one of the King Jameses, in 
order to clear the forest, which in his time encumbered the g^roand to 
the south of Edinburgh, and which proved a retreat for banditti, gave 
the dtisens permisdon to extend their houses seven feet forward into the 
street by means of wooden balconies, using the timber of that forest as 
the material Of this tradition or fact, he remarks, Fennisson * neatly ' 
takes advantage. * Neatly' certainly: but Wodrow proves it to be an 
Anachronism. 
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.J,', sp .r:.s :h«r rart!.. and bt-nds his mental eye 
tirh ti.e pr-i/fuiidity -jf space unknown, 
l)j-Mi to tii»- cra'.vlinir buir'5 detested race. 

Thu^ tiie i'^v^^r pint*?, that reptile rude 
-hould 'rnidst the lilies of fair Chloe's breast 
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Implant the deep carnation, and enjoy 
Those sweets which angel modesty hath hid 
From eyes profane. Yet murmur not, ye few 
Who gladly would be bugs for Chloe's sake ! 
For soon, alas ! the fluctuating gales 
Of earthly joy invert the happy scene. 
The breath of spring may, with her balmy power, 
And warmth diffusive, give to Nature's face 
Her brightest colours ; but how short the space ! 
Till angry Eurus, from his petrid cave, 
Deform the year, and aU these sweets annoy. 

Ev'n so befalls it to this creeping race. 
This envy'd commonwealth. For they a while 
On Chloe's bosom, alabaster fair. 
May steal ambrosial bliss— or may regale 
On the rich viands of luxurious blood. 
Delighted and sufficed. But mark the end : 
Lo ! Whitsuntide appears with gloomy train 
Of growing desolation. First upholsterer rude 
Removes the waving drapery, where, for years, 
A thriving colony of old and young 
Had hid their numbers from the prying day ; 
Anon they fall, and gladly would retire 
To safer ambush, but his merciless foot. 
Ah, cruel pressure ! cracks their vital springs, 
And with their deep-dyed scarlet smears the floor. 

Sweet powers ! has pity in the female breast 
No tender residence, no loved abode. 
To urge from murderous deed th' avenging hand 
Of angry housemaid ? She'll have blood for blood ! 
For lo ! the boiling streams from copper tube, 
Hot as her rage, sweep myriads to death. 
Their carcases are destined to the urn 
Of some chaste Naiad, that gives birth to floods, 
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Ills long-iovea lancies. JMor snau nungry oara. 

Whose strong imagination, whetted keen, 

(-'onvt'} s him to the feast, be tantalized 

With poisonous tortures, when the cup, brimful 

Of purple vintage, gives him greater joy 

Thiui all the Heliconian streams that play 

And murmur round Parnassus. Now the wretch, 

< )it doom'd to restless days and sleepless nights, 

By bugbear conscience thrall'd, enjoys an hour 

<Jf undisturb'd repose. The miser, too, 

May brook his golden dreams, nor wake with fear 

That thieves or kindred (for no soul he'll trust) 

Have broke upon his chest, and strive to steal 

The shining idols of his useless hours. 

Happy the bug, whose unambitious views 
To gilded pomp ne'er tempt him to aspire ! 
Safely may he, eiiwrapt in russet fold 
Of cobweb'd curtain, set at bay the fears 
That still attendant are on bugs of state. 
He never knows at morn the busy brush 
(.)f scrubbing chambermaid. His coursing blood 
Is neVr obstructed with obnoxious dose 
By Oliphant prepared; too pois'nous drug I 
As deadly fatal to this crawling tribe 
As ball and powder to l\\e ?,ow§> of war. 
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TEA. 1 

Ye maidens modest ! on whose sullen brows 

Hath weaning chastity her wrinkles cull'd, 

Who constant labour o'er consumptive oil 

At midnight knell, to wash sleep's nightly balm 

From closing eye-lids, with the grateful drops 

Of Tea's blest juices — ^list the obsequious lays 

That come not with Parnassian honours crown'd 

To dwell in murmurs o'e? your sleepy sense, 

But fresh from Orient blown to chase far off 

Your lethargy, that dormant needles roused 

May pierce the waving mantua's silken folds : 

For many a dame, in chamber sadly pent. 

Hath this reviving limpid call'd to life ; 

And well it did, to mitigate the frowns 

Of anger reddening on Lucinda's brow 

With flash malignant, that had harbour'd there, 

If she at masquerade, or play, or ball, 

Appear'd not in her newest, best attire. 

But Venus, goddess of th' eternal smile. 

Knowing that stormy brows but ill become 

Fair patterns of her beauty, hath ordain'd 

Celestial Tea — ^a fountain that can cure 

The ills of passion, and can free the fair 

From frowns and sighs from disappointment earn'd. 

To her, ye fair, in adoration bow ! 
Whether at blushing morn, or dewy eve ; 

1 This leaf was first imported into Europe bj the Dutch East India 
Company, in the early part of the 17th century ; but it was not until the 
year 1666 that a small quantity was brought over from Holland to this 
country by Lords Arlington and Ossory ; and yet, from a period much 
earlier than any to which the memories of the existing generation, extend 
tea has been one of the ordinary necessaries of life among all classes of 
the community. We feel, with all our patriotism, we could hardly return 
to the ** Sage ** and " Wild thyme " recommended by the poet 
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Graces which nature has by art conceard. 

* 

Mark well the fair ! observe their modest eye, 
With all the innocence of beauty blest. 
Could slander o'er that tongue its power retain 
Wliose breath is music? Ah, fallacious thought I 
The surface is ambrosia's mingled sweets ; 
But all below is death. At tea-board met, 
Attend their prattling tongues; they scoff, they mil 
Unbounded ; but their darts arc chiefly aim'd 
At some gay fair whose beauties far eclipse 
Her dim beholders, who, with haggard eyes, 
Would blight those charms where raptures long have 
In ecstacy delighted and sufficed. [dwelt 

In vain hath Beauty, with her varied robe, 
Bestow'd her glowing blushes o'er her cheeks. 
And call'd attendant graces to her aid, 
To blend tlie scarlet and the lily fair. 
In vain did Venus in her fav'rite mould 
Adapt the slender form to Cupid's choice ; 
When Slander comes, her blasts too fatal prove ^ 
Pale are those cheeks where youth and beauty glow'd. 
Where smiles, where freshness, and where roses grow : 
Ghastly and wan their Gorgon picture comes 
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With every fury grinning from the looks 
Of frightful monster. Envy^s hissing tongue 
With deepest vengeance wounds, and every wound 
With deeper canker, deeper poison teems. 

gold ! thy luring lustre first prevailed 
On man to tempt the fretful winds and waves, 
And hunt new fancies. Still thy glaring form 
Bids commerce thrive, and o'er the .Indian waves, 
O'er-stemming danger, draw the laboring keel 
From China's coast to Britain's colder clime. 
Fraught with the fruits and herbage of their vales. 
In them whatever vegetable spritigs, 
How loathsome and corrupted, triumphs here, 
The bane of life, of health the sure decay ; 
Yet, yet we swallow, and extol the draught, 
Though nervous ails should spring, and vapourish qualmp 
Our senses and our appetites destroy. 

Look round, ye sipplers of the poison'd cup 
From foreign plant distilled ! no more repine 
That nature, sparing of her sacred sweets, 
Hath doom'd you in a wilderness to dwell. 
While round Britannia's streams she kindly rears 
Green sage and wild thyme. These were sure decreed 
As plants of Britain to regale her sons 
With native moisture, more refreshing sweet. 
And more profuse of health and vigour's balm, 
Than all the stems that India can boast. 
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hnuigent sena a neaveniy raaiant Deani, 
That, cheer'd by thee, the Muse may bend her way; 
Fur from no earthly flight she builds her song, 
1)111 from the bosom of green Neptune's main 
Would fain emerge, and, under Phoebe's reign, 
Transmit her numbers to inclining ears. 

Now when the choiring songsters quit the groves. 
And solemn sounding whisp'rings lull the spray 
To meditation sacred, let me roam 
O'er the blest floods that wash our natal shore, 
And view the wonders of the deep profound, 
While now the western breezes reign around, 
And Boreas, sleeping in his iron cave, 
Regains his strength and animated rage. 
To wake new tempests and inswell new seas. 

And now Favonius wings the sprightly gale ; 
The willing canvass, swelling with the breeze. 
Gives life and motion to our bounding prow. 
While the hoarse boatswain's pipe shrill sounding far, 
Calls all the tars to action. Hardy sons ! 
Who shudder not at life's devouring gales, 
But smilo amidst the tempest's sounding jars, 
Or 'midst the hollow thunders of the war: 

1 Vid. Life prefixed. 



Fresh sprung from Greenland's cold, thej hail with joy 

The happier clime, the fresh autumnal hreeze 

By Sjrius guided to allay the heat 

That else would parch the vigour of their veins. 

Hard change, alas ! from petrifying cold 

Instant to plunge to the severest ray 

That burning Dog-star or bright Phoebus sheds. 

Like comet whirling through th* ethereal void, 

l^ow they are reddened with the solar blaze. 

Now froze and tortured by the frigid zone. 

Thrice happy Britons ! whose well tempered clay 
Can face all climes, all tempests, and all seas. 
These are the sons that check the growing war ; 
These are the sons that hem Britannia round 
From sudden innovation, awe the shores. 
And make their drooping pendants hail her queen 
And mistress of the globe. They guard our beds, 
While fearless we enjoy secure repose. 
And all the blessings of a bounteous sky. 
To them in fev'rous adoration bend. 
Ye fashion'd Macaronies ! whose bright blades 
Were never dimm'd or stain'd with hostile blood, 
But still hang dangling on your feeble thigh, 
While through the Mall or Park you show away. 
Or through the drawing-room on tiptoe steal. 

On poop aloft, to messmates laid along, 
Some son of Neptune, whose old wrinkled brow 
Has bay'd the rattling thunder, tells his tale 
Of dangers, sieges, and of battles dire, 
While they, elate with success of the day, 
Cheer him with happy smiles, or bitter sighs, 
When fortune with a sourer aspect grins. 

Ah ! how unstable are the joys of life ; 
The pleasures, ah ! how few ! — ^Now smile the skies 
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Till death, the ghastly monarch, shuts the scene. 

And now we gain the May, whose midnight light, 
Like vestal virgins' ofTrings undecay'd, 
To mariners bewilder'd acts the part 
0( social friendship, guiding those that err 
With kindly radiance to their destined port. 

Thanks, kindest Nature ! for those floating gems, 
Those green-grown isles, with which you lavish strew 
Great Neptune's empire. But for thee, the main 
Were an uncomfortable mazy flood. 
No guidance then would bless the steersman's skill, 
No resting place would crown the mariner's wish. 
When he to distant gales his canvass spreads, 
To search new wonders. Here the verdant shores 
Teem with new freshness, and regale our sight 
With caves that ancient time, in days of yore, 
Sequester'd for the haunt of Druid lone. 
There to remain in solitary cell 
Beyond the power of mortals to disjoin 
From holy meditation. Happy now 
To cast our eyes around from shore to shore, 
; While by the oozy caverns on the beach 
We wander wild, and listen to the roar 
Of ])illows murmuring with incessant noise. 
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And now, by fancy led, we wander wild 
Where o'er the rugged steep the buried dead 
Remote lie anchor'd in their parent mould ; 
Where a few fading willows point the state 
Of man's decay. Ah, death ! where'er we fly, 
Whether we seek the busy and the gay, 
The mourner or the joyful, there art thou. 
No distant isle, no surly swelling surge, 
E'er awed thy progress, or controll'd thy sway. 
To bless us with that comfort, length of days, 
By all aspired at, but by few attained. 

To Fife we steer, of all beneath the sun 
The most unhallow'd 'midst the Scotian plains ! 
And here, sad emblem of deceitful times ! 
Hath sad hypocrisy her standard borne. 
Mirth knows no residence, but ghastly fear 
Stands trembling and appall'd at airy sights. 
Once, only once ! Reward it, ye powers ! 
Did Hospitality, with open face, 
And winning smile, cheer the deserted sight, 
That else had languish'd for the blest return 
Of beauteous day, to dissipate the clouds 
Of endless night, and superstition wild, 
That constant hover o'er the dark abode. 
happy Lothian ! Happy thrice her sons ! 
Who ne'er yet ventured from the southern shore. 
To tempt misfortune on the Fifan coast. 
Again with thee we dwell, and taste thy joys, 
Where sorrow reigns not, and where every gale 
Is fraught with fullness, blest with living hope. 
That fears no canker from the year's decay. 
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were as often detected ; but when they found every attempt 
vain, they seemed reconciled to their fate, and at last, by the 
assiduity and persuasive influence of the clergyman who 
attended them, they were brought to a sense of their guilt, an«i 
a confession of the crime for which they were condemned. At 
the place of execution Brown addressed the audience in a 
short but pathetic speech, and both of them behaved in a man- 
ner suitable to their unhappy circumstances."] 

IIappk the folks that rule the roast ! 

Our council men are cheerful ; 
To mirth they now devote each toast, 

And bells fill ev'ry ear full. 

When man's condemned to suflfer death 

For his unlicensed crimes, 
Instead of psalms they quit their breath 

To merry-making chimes. 




TO SIR JOHN FIELDING. 
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TO SIR JOHN FIELDING, 

OH HIS ATTEMPT TO SUPPRESS THE BEGOAB'S OPEBA. 

[Sir John I ielding was a half-brother of the immortal 
novelist, and succeeded him at Bow Street. Although blind 
from infoncy, he was a most active and energetic magistrate. 
His attempt to suppress the piquant Opera of good-natured 
Graj called forth a host of pamphlets, squibs, &c. &c. all long 
ago somnolent. Fergusson's admiration of Gay blinded his 
judgment. Sir John was a benevolent promoter of the 
Magdalen Hospital, the Asylum and Marine Society, and was 
in every respect an estimable and well-meaning man. He 
died in 1780.] 

X When you censure the age» 

Be cautious and sage, 
Lest the courtiers offended should be ; 
When you mention vice <»r bribe, 
'lis so pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries, it was levell'd at me. 

[Begoab's Opeba. Act ii. Sc. x.j Gat. 

'Tis woman that seduces all mankind. 

{IbidL Act i. Sc. u.j Filcb. 

Bbneath what cheerful region of the sky 
Shall wit, shall humour and the muses fly ? 
For ours, a cold, inhospitable clime, 
Refuses quarter to the muse and rhyme. 
If on her brows an envy^d laurel springs. 
They shake its foliage, crop her growing wings. 
That with the plumes of virtue wisely soar. 
And all the follies of the age explore ; 
But should old Grub her rankest venom pour, 
And ev'ry virtue with a vice deflower. 
Her verse is sacred. Justices agree ; 
Even Justice Fielding signs the wise decree. 

Let fortune-dealers, wise predictors ! tell 
From what bright planet Justice Fielding fell ; 
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In vain, Gay ! thy muse explored the way 
( )f yore to banish the Italian lay, 
<lave homely numbers sweet, though warmly strong; 
The British chorus bless'd the happy song : 
Thy manly voice and Albion's then were heard, 
Felt by her sons, and by her sons revered : 
Eunuchs, nut men, now bear aloft the palm, 
And o'er our senses pour lethargic balm. 

The stage the truest mirror is of life ; 
Our passions there revolve in active strife ; 
Each character is there display 'd to view ; 
Each hates his own, though well assured 'tis true. 
No marvel then, that all the world should oWn, 
In Peach urn's treach'ry Justice Fielding's known, 
Since thieves so common are, and Justice, you 
Thieves to the gallows for reward pursue. 
Had Gay by writing roused the stealing trade, 
You'd been less active to suppress your bread ; 
For, trust me, when a robber loses ground, 
You lose your living with your forty pound. 

'Twas woman first that snatch'd the luring bait. 
The tempter taught her to transgress and eat ; 
Tliough wrong the deed, her quick compunction told ; 
V She baiiish'd Adam from an age of gold. 
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TO SIR JOHN FIELDING. 245 

When women now transgress fair virtue's rules, 
Men are their pupils, and the stews their schools ; 
From simple wh — d — m greater sins began 
To shoot, to bloom, to centre all in man ; 
Footpads on Hounslow flourish here to day, 
The next old Tyburn sweeps them all away ; 
For woman's falls, the cause of every wrong ! 
Men robb'd and murder'd, thieves at Tyburn strung. 
In panting breasts to raise the fond alarm, 
Mak^ females in the cause of virtue warm, 
Oay has compared them to the summer flower, 
The boast and glory of an idle hour ; 
When cropp'd, it ialls^ shrinks, withers, and decays, 
And to oblivion dark consigns its days. 

Hath this a power to win the female heart 
Back from its vice, from virtue ne'er to part ? 
If so, the wayward virgin will restore. 
And murders, rapes, and plunders be no more. 
These were the lays of him who virtue knew, 
Revered her dictates, and practised them too ; 
No idle theorist in her stainless ways. 
He gave tl^e parent goddess all his days. 

Queensberry ! ^ his best and earliest friend. 
All that his wit or learning could commend ; 
Best of patrons ! the Muse's only pride ! 
Still in her pageant shalt thou first preside. 



I Charles, the proTerbially ^ood Duke of Qaeensberry, the Patron of 
Gajr, was then [1773] alive with the weight of many summers on his 
honoured head. 
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now uuii \,iikiy weu o ercotue n» i 
Fur it forbids them to engage 

With «aught but line and plummet. 



TO DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON: 



FOOD FOR A NEW EDITION OF HIS DICTIONARY. 



Let Wilkes and Churchill rage uo more. 

Tho' scarce provision, learning's good ; 
Wliat can these hungry's next implore. 

Even Samuel Johnson loves our food. 



Great Pedagogue! whose literarian lore, 

With syllable and syllable conjoin'd, 

To transmutate and varify, has learned 

The whole revolving scientific names 

Tliat in the alphabetic columns lie, 

Far from the knowledge of mortalic shapes, 

As we, who never can peroculate 

The miracles by thee iniraculiz'd. 

The Muse, sileutial long, with mouth apart 

Would give vibration to stagnatic tongue, 

And loud encomiate thy puissant name, 



RODONDO. 
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TO D&. SAMUEL JOHNSON, 
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Eulogiated from the green decline 

Of Thames's banks to Scotioanian shores, 

Where Loch-lomondian liquids undulize. 

To meminate thy name in after times, 
The mighty mayor of each regalian town 
Shall consignate thy work to parchment fair 
In roll burgharian, and their tables all 
Shall fumigate with fumigation strong : 
Scotland, from perpendicularian hills, 
Shall emigrate her fair muttonian store, 
Which late had there in pedestration walk'd, 
And o'er her airy heights perambuliz'd. 

Oh, blackest execrations on thy head, 
Edina shameless ! tho' he came within 
The bounds of your notation ; though you knew 
His honorific name, you noted not. 
But basely suffered him to chariotize 
Far from your tow'rs, with smoke that nubilate, 
Nor drank one amicitial swelling cup 
To welcome him conviviaL Bailies all, 
With rage inflated, catenations ^ tear, 
Nor ever after be you vinculis'd, 
Since you that sociability denied 
To him whose potent lexiphanian stile 
Words can prolongate, and inswell bis page 
With what in others to a line's confin'd. 

Welcome, thou verbal potentate and prince ! 
To hills and vallies, where emerging oats 
From earth assuage our pauperty to bay, 
And bless thy name, thy dictionarian skill, 
Which there definitive will still remain. 
And oft be speculiz'd by taper blue. 
While youth studentious turn thy folio page. 

1 Catenatiuns. Yide ohaius. — Johnson. 
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>\ itii sKiu fresh rubified by scarlet spheres, 
Appl^'d brimstonic unction to your hide, 
To terrify the salamandrian fire 
That from involuntary digits asks 
The strong allaceration ? — Or can you swill 
Tlie usquebalian flames of whiskey blue 
In fermentation strong 1 have you apply 'd 
The kilt aerian to your Anglian thighs, 
Aiifl with renunciation assigniz'd 
Your breeches in Londona to be worn? 
Can you, in frigor of Ilighlandian sky, 
Oil heathy summits take nocturnal rest? 
It cannot he — You may as well desire 
An alderman have plum-puddentan store, 
And scratch the tegument from pottage-dish, 
As bid thy countrymen, and thee conjoin'd, 
Forsake stomachic joys. Then hie you hoiii". 
And be a malcontent, that naked hinds. 
On lentils fed, can make your kingdom quake. 
And tremulate Old England libertiz'd. 
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ON JOHNSON'S DICTIONAJRY. i 

In love with a pedantic jargon, 
Our poets now-a-dajs are far gone ; 
So that a man canH read their songs, 
Unless he has the gift of tongues ; 
Or else, to make him understand, 
Keeps Johnson^s Lexicon at hand. 

Be wamM, young poet, and take heed, 
That Johnson you with caution read : 
Always attentively distinguish 
The Greek and Latin words from English ; 
And never use such, as *tis wise 
Not to attempt to naturalize. 
Suffice the following specimen. 
To make the admonition plain. 

Little of atUhropopcUhy has he, 

Who in yon fulgid cwrride reclines 
Alone ; while I, depauperated bard ! 

The streets pedestrious scour ; why with bland voice, 

Bids he me not his vectitation share ? 

Alas ! he fears my lacerated coat. 

And visage pale YiiiYi frigorific want, 

Would bring dedecoration on his chaise. 

Me miserable ! that the Aonian hill 

Is not auriferotts, nor fit to bear 



1 1 place this second poem on ' Johnson ' among Fergosson's : because I 
feel satisfied that it also is his production. It appeared in the ' Weekly 
Magazine ' only a few months before the preceding one, and it is most 
unlikely that he would have published that, had not the former likewise 
been his. Moreover, in a fragment of a letter of our Poef s to Woods of 
the ' Theatre ' the matter of the present verses occurs in prose. The 
italics sufficiently elucidate the cumbrous Latinizations of Johnson. 
These 'Verses' were published anonymously, but various of his ac- 
knowledged Poems appeared similarly. 
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Ev'n when in mood most optative) a farm, 
Small, but apriqvje^ was all I ever wish*d. 
I, when a rustic, wou'd my blatant calves 
Well pleas'd ahlactate, and delighted tend 
My gemilliparous sheep ; nor scorn to rear 
The auperb turkey and the fripatit goose; 
Then to dendrology my thoughts I'd turn, 
A fav'rite care should horticulture be, 
But most of all would geoponicks please. 
While ambulation thoughtless I protract, 
The tir'd sun appropinquates to the sea* 
And now my arid throat, and latrant guts 
Vociferate for supper ; but what house 
To get it in gives ditbitatiori sad. 
I for a turgid bottle of Bell's beer, 
Mature for imbibition ! and ! for 
(Dear object of hiation) mutton pies. 
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EPIGRAM 

Oy JAMES B08WSLL, ESQ. AND DR. SAMUEL JOHNSON 
BBINO CONFINED TO ITHE ISLE OF SKY. 

['* Dr. Johnson and Mr. Boswell have at last appeared. It 
seems they sailed from the isle of Sky on the 3d instant, bound 
for Icolmkill, but were driven, by the remarkable storm which 
came on that day, to the isle of Coll, where they were wind 
bound for a fortnight. On getting loose from Coll, as they 
term it, they reached the isle of Mull, and from thence went 
to Icolmkill, under the conduct of Sir Allan Maclean. They 
dined yesterday with the Duke of Argyle, and this day set 
out for Glasgow, from whence they are to go to Auchinleck. 

" Dr. Johnson being asked, how he liked his entertainment 
in the Highlands? answered, 'That the sauce to everything 
was the benevolence of the inhabitants, which, he said, could 
not be enough praised. I love the people, said he, better than 
the country.* — Dr. Johnson and Mr. Boswell are expected 
next week at lord Elibank's in East-Lothian.** — Extract of a 
Utter from Inveraray Oct. 26, 1773.] 

Two gems, the nation's greatest boast/ 

To Scotia*8 plains drew near, 
Bright to illume her dismal coast, 
' And barren fields to cheer. 

She, fearing that their gracious forms, 

To other climes would fly, 
Learning and Liberty by storms 

Confin*d to Isle of Sky. 
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R. FERGUSSON'S LAST WILL. 



While sober folks, in humble prose, 

Estate, and goods, and gear dispose, 

A poet surely may disperse 

His moveables in doggerel verse ; 

And fearing death my blood will fast chill, 

I hereby constitute my last will. 

Then wit ye me to have made o'er 
To nature my poetic lore ; 
To her I give and grant the freedom 
Of paying to the bards who need 'em 
Ap many talents as she gave. 
When I became the Muses' slave. 

Thanks to the gods, who made me poor ! 
No lukewarm friends molest my door. 
Who always show a busy care 
For being legatee or heir : 
Of this stamp none will ever follow 
The youth that's favour'd by Apollo. 

But to those few who know my case, 
Nor thought a poet's friend disgrace. 



The following trifles I bequeath, 

And leave them with my kindest breath ; 

Nor will I burden them with payment 

Of debts incurr'd, or coffin raiment, 

As yet 'twas never my intent 

To pass an Irish compliment. 

To Jamie Bae, ^ who oft jocosus, 
With me partook of cheering doses, 
I leave my snufi'-box, to regale 
His senses after drowsy meal, 
And wake remembrance of a friend 
Who lov'd him to his latter end : 
But if this pledge should make him sorry, 
And argue like memento mori, 
He may bequeath't 'mong stubborn fellows, 
To all the finer feelings callous. 
Who think that parting breath's a sneeze 
To set sensations all at ease. 

To Oliphant, ^ my friend, I legate 
Those scrolls poetic which he may get, 
With ample freedom to correct 
Those writs I ne'er could retrospect, 
With power to him and his succession 
To print and sell a new impression : 
And here I fix on Ossian's head 
A doniicile for Doric reed. 
With as much power ad Musce bona 
As I in propria persona. 

To Hamilton,^ I give the task 
Outstanding debts to crave and ask ; 
And that my muse he may not dub ill, 
For loading him with so much trouble, 

1 Solicitor at Law, and the poet's intimate fHend.— J*. 

2 Late bookseller in Edinburgh.— P. 
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Due to the Muse and poetry, 

Let Hutchison- attend, for none is 

More fit to guide the ceremonies; 

As I in health with him would often 

This clav-huilt mansion wash and soften, 

So let my friends with him partake 

The gen'rous wine at dirge or wake. 

And I consent to registration 
Of this my will for preservation, 
That patent it may be, and seen 
In Walter's Weekly Magazine. 
Witness whereof, these presents wrote are 
By William Blair, the public notar. 
And for the tremor of my hand, 
Are sign'd by him at my conmiand. 

II. F. 4" his mark. 



1 Woods was Ion:; an esteemed actor in Edinburgh, and was himself 

possessed of iK)etic'ul talent. lie knew Hurns well, and that pjenerous , 

I'uet Loniposed an address for him f«)r his ' Benefit Nipht' in 1787, which | 

was delivered with apjilause. He died in Edinburgh, Dec. 14th, 1802. j 

■J A tavern koejier. — F. \ 
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CODICIL TO R. FERGUSSON'S LAST WILL. 

Whereas, by testament, dated blank, 

Inroll'd in the poetic rank, 

'Midst brighter themes that weekly come 

To make parade at Walter's drum, 

I there, for certain weighty causes, 

Produced some kind bequeathing clauses, 

And left to friends (as 'tis the custom 

With nothing .till our death to trust 'em), 

Some tokens of a pure regard 

From one who lived and died a Bard. 

If poverty has any crime in 
Teaching mankind the art of rhyming, 
Then by these presents, know all mortals, 
Who come within the Muses' portals, 
That I approve my will aforesaid, 
But think that something might be more said. 
And only now would humbly seek 
The liberty to add and eik 
To test'ment which already made is. 
And duly register'd, as said is. 

To TuUoch, ^ who, in kind compassion, 
Departed from the common fELshion, 
And gave to me, who never paid it. 
Two flasks of port upon my credit, 
I leave the flasks as full of air 
As his of ruddy moisture were ; 



1 A wine merchant.— jP. The venerable Miss Ruddiman remembered 
this circumstance distinctly. Fergusson and Tulloch met in Mr. 
Roddiman's house immediately after the appearance of the poem, when 
Tulloch was humorously rallied by the poet and those present. See Life 
prefixed. 
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As superfluities in clothes 

Set off and signalize the beaux ; 

Not that I think in readers' eyes 

My visage >vill be deem'd a prize ; 

But works that others would out-rival, 

At glaring copperplates connive all ; 

And prints do well with him that led is 

To shun the substance, hunt the shadows ; 

For if it picture, 'tis enough, 

A Newton or a Jamie Duff.- 

Nor would I recommend to Walter, 

This scheme of copperplates to alter, 



1 Tlie pulili.>ln.'r <>f the Maj,'azine. 

'J A fool nlio attends funerals.— F. Poor 'Jamie,' it will be remem- 
bered, attends tlio funeral of Mrs. Bertram with 'paper cravat and 
>veojKrs' in (luy Manneriufr, [rxxxvii]. Kay has preserved his stranpe 
'jdiiz* in one or two pictures: and in Patterson's painstaking letter-press 
to lus Portraits published by Paton, there is afl3uenee of bic^aphy, 
anecdote, At. &c. concerninc: liini. He died 1788. The stanza of Tuni- 
bull in bis ' Poetical Essays ' has escaped notice: and may here be intro- 
duced: — It is from his clever poem of the ' Sale of Stationary Ware.' 

' Put what's of a' the rarest .show, 
My Pictures, ranj2:*d in seendy row ; 
Here twelve ^'uid rides, which we should know ; 

There Captain Pluff ; 
Here Peepinp^ Toiii ; and down below 

Stands Jamie Duff.' 

1 Vol. 8vo, 1788. p. 183. 
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Since others at the samen prices 
Propose to give a dish that nice is, 
Folks will desert his ordinary 
Unless, like theirs, his dishes vary. 

To Williamson ^ and his resetters, 
Dispersing of the burial letters. 
That they may pass with little cost 
Fleet on the wings of penny-post ; 
Always providing and declaring, 
That Peter shall be ever sparing 
To make, as use is, the demand 
For letters that may come to hand. 
To me address'd while hcum tenens 
Of earth and of corporeal penance ; 
Where, if he fail, it is my will, 
His legacy is void and null. 

Let honest Greenlaw ^ be the staff 
On which I lean for Epitaph* 



1 The penny post-master.— Jl See Note l,p. 8. Nor is this the only 
poetic compliment that ' Indian Peter' received. The renowned Clau- 
dero, alias James Wilson, dedicated his Miscellanies in Prose and Verse, 
published m 1766, to ' Peter.' 

2 An excellent classical scholar. — F. The following notice of Green- 
law appeared in the " Edinburgh Magaidne and Review" a few weeks 
after his d6ath : — 

•* Died at Edinburgh, Mr. William Greenlaw, preacher of the gospel, in 
the sixty-third year of his age. Though he followed not the profession 
to which he was bred, he was deeply skilled in theology: the few dis- 
courses he composed, discovered an abundance of matter that would 
have sparkled through entire volumes of modem sermons. His views 
also in astronomy and all the branches of mathematics were profbund 
and uncommon, but he meant chiefly to distinguish himself by his 
knowledge of the learned languages : ^e study of them was the great 
object of his life, and the progress he made in them was proportioned to 
his acuteness and assiduity. He taught them privately in Edinburgh, 
above twenty years ; and there was so little jealousy in his nature, that 
he freely bestowed his knowledge on those teachers who wished to profit 
by his communications. What peculiarly distinguished him was a flow of 
inoffensive humour ; a gift rarely possessed [?] by the natives of Scot-' 
land. His heart was warm and open, his social spirit unbounded. Of 
money he professed a contempt, and he refused a living, which his 
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And I (as in the will before did) 
Consent this deed shall be recorded 
III testimonium cujiis reij 
These presents are deliver'd by 

R. Fergusson. 



friends wmiM have pressed upon hini. With an ambition to excel, he 
was yet careless of his reputation ; conscious of his own merit, he 
allowed men to judge of him as they pleased. His manners were simple, 
liis figure uii{;ainly. In a licentious age he made a vow of chastity, and 
what is more suri>rising. he kept it. The last years of his life were 
rather unfortunate : the constant use he made of his faculties seems to 
havL' inii»airiMl them. Hut he had not the misery to survive their ex- 
tinction ; dcatli came to him when his Mends wished for it." He appears 
not to have dis(.harged the friendly duty bequeathed to him by his 
friend. Curi«)usly enough his owu funer.al letters at his own dying re- 
(|uest, were written in Latin, anent which a ludicrous anecdote with re- 
ference to Ihiillie Lothian, one of the invited, is recorded in Kay, vol. 
I. Tart. I. p. 44. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF JOHN CUNNINGHAM.i 

Sing his praises, that doth keep 

Our flocks from harm. 
Pan, the father of our sheep : 

And arm in arm 
Tread we softly in a round, 
While the hollow neighb'ring ground 
Fills the music with her sound. 

Beaumont and Fletcheb. 

Ye mournful meanders and groves, 

Delight of the muse and her song ; 
Ye grottos and dripping alcoves, 

No strangers to Oorydon's tongue ; 

Let each Sylvan and Dryad declare 

His themes and his music how dear, 
Their plaints and their dirges prepare, 

Attendant on Corydon's bier. 

The Echo that join'd'in the lay. 

So amorous, sprightly, and free, 
Shall send forth the sounds of dismay, 

And sigh with sad pity for thee. ! 

Wild wander his flocks with the breeze ; 

His reed can no longer control ; j 

His numbers no longer can please, ! 

Or send kind relief to the soul. j 



But long may they wander and bleat. 
To hills tell the tale of their woe ; 



1 Bom in Dublin 1729. Died in Newcastle 18th September, 1773. His 
pastorals and a few of his songs, especially ' May-eve or Kate of Aberdeen,' 
are pleasing and chaste. His Poems have passed through a great variety 
of editions. The best is by Thomas Park, from the Chiswick press. 



A heart fraught with sorrow profound. 

The reed of each shepherd will mourn, 
The shades of Parnassus decay ; 

Tlie Muses will dry their sad urn, 
Since 'reft of young Corydon's lay. 

To him every passion was known 

That throbb'd in the breast with desire ; 

Each gentle alFection was shown 
In the soft sighing songs of his lyre. 

Like the carolling thrush on the spray 
In music soft warbling and wild, 

To love was devoted each lav, 
In accents pathetic and mild. 

Let Beauty and Virtue reven?, 

And the songs of the shepherd approve, 
Who felt, who lamented the snare, 

When repining at pitiless love. 

The summer but languidly gleams, 
Pomona no comfort can bring. 
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Nor valleys, nor grottos, nor streams, 
Nor the May-bom flowerets of spring. 

They have fled all with Corydon's muse, 
For his brows to form chaplets of woe. 

Whose reed oft awakened their boughs 
As the whispering breezes that blow. 

To many a fanciful spring 

His lyre was melodiously strung ; 

While fairies and fauns in a ring 

Have applauded the swain as he sung. 

To the cheerful he usher'd his smiles, 
To the woful his sigh and his tear ; 

A condoler with want and her toils. 
When the voice of oppression was near. 

Though titles and wealth were his due. 
Though Fortune denied the reward ; 

Yet truth and sincerity knew 

What the goddess would never regard. 

Avails aught the generous heart. 
Which Nature to goodness designed. 

If Fortune denies to impart 
Her kindly relief to the mind 1 

'Twas but faint the relief to dismay. 
The cells of the wretched among ; 

Though sympathy sung in the lay, 
Though melody fell from his tongue. 

Let the favoured of fortune attend 
To the ails of the wretched and poor : 
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iHe cypress doth ruefully bend 
Where the corpse of cold Corydon stay. 

Adieu then the songs of the swain, 
Let Peace still attend on his shade ; 

And his pipe that is dumb to his strain, 
In the grave be with Corydon laid. ^ 

1 The folluwinj? notice of this poem appeared in the Weekly Magazine. 
" (Mir author laments in very j athc-tic strains, the death of Mr. Cunninp;- 
li.'iin, so well known to the lovers of jwlite learning by his pastoral poems. 
However much he may be esteemed as an author, yet more so was he 
admireil as a man. Though possessed of a narrow fortune, his charity 
was ncneral and extensive. His heart was always open to the needy and 
the indjffent. But. bountiful to excess, a tear or sigh was often all he 
I (»uM bestow on lonely wamlerers suing for relief. 

This poem is wrote in Mr. <'unningham's manner; and we must own 
our author has siu'ceedeil in the imitation. A simplicity and pleasing 
tenderness runs throu;rh the whole piece ; and the poet leads us so plea- 
santly through the wiids of fancy, tliat we are sorry when we finish our 
excursions with him to these hai)py regions. 

Mr. J'ergusson is already well known in the Poetical Department His 
pieces wrote in the Scots language are perhaps equal to any of the kind 
tliis oonnti-y has produced ; and it is with no small surprise we see him, 
w ho has almost dedicated his talents to humour alone, shine so conspicu- 
ously in the tender ele^/Lie." 
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JOB, CHAP m., PARAPHRASED. 

Perish the fatal day when I was bom, 

The night with dreary darkness be forlorn ; 

The loathed, hateful, and lamented night 

When Job, 'twas told, had first perceived the light ; 

Let it be dark, nor let the God on high 

Regard it with the favour of his eye ; 

Let blackest darkness and death's awful shade 

Stain it, and make the trembling earth afraid ; 

Be it not join'd unto the varying year, 

Nor to the fleeting months in swift career. 

Lo ! let the night in solitude's dismay 

Be dumb to joy, and waste in gloom away ; 

On it may twilight stars be never known ; 

Light let it wish for. Lord ! but give it none ; 

Curse it, let them who curse the passing day. 

And to the voice of mourning raise the lay ; 

Nor ever be the face of dawning seen 

To ope its lustre on th' enamell'd green ; 

Because it seal'd not up my mother's womb, 

Nor hid from me the sorrows doom'd to come. 

Why have I not from mother's womb expir'd ? 

My life resign'd when life was first requir'd ? 

Why did supporting knees prevent my death, 

Or suckling breasts sustain my infant breath ? 

For now my soul with quiet had been blest. 

With kings and counsellors of earth at rest. 

Who bade the house of desolation rise, 

And awful ruin strike tyrannic eyes. 

Or with the princes unto whom were told 

Rich store of silver and corrupting gold ; 
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Why -h.'uld the trouV.led and oppressed in soul 

r r-rt .vt-r restless life's unsettled bowl, 
Wh? Ijhj for death, who lists not to their pray'r, 
A:.i dij as for the treasures hid afar; 
W:. ;. \vi:h cxocss of jov are blest and glad, 
H ' ic'd whvn in the tomb of silence laid? 
Why thcR is grateful light bestowed on man, 
Whose life is darkness, all his days a span? 
F-r ero the morn return'd my sighing came. 
My innirning pour'd out as the mountain stream; 
Wild visaged fear, with S'^rrow-mingled eye. 
And wan destruction piteous stared me nigh ; 
Fur though nor rest nor safety blest my soul, 
Xtnv trouble came, new darkness, new control. 



L 



ODE TO HORROR. 

Thou who witli incessant gloom 
Court'st the recess of midnight tomb ! 
Admit me of thy mournful throng, 
The scatter'd woods and wilds among ; 
If e'er thy discontented ear 
The voice of sympathy can cheer, 
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My melancholy bosom's sigh 

Shall to your mournful plaint reply ; 

There to the fear foreboding owl 

The angry Furies hiss and howl ; 

Or near the mountain's pendent brow 

Where rush-dad streams in cadent murmurs flow. 
Bpode, Who's he that with imploring eye 

Salutes the rosy dawning sky 1 

The cock proclaims the mom in vain, 

His sp'rit to drive to its domain ; 

For morning light can but return 

To bid the wretched wail and mourn : 

Not the bright dawning's purple eye 

Can cause the frightful vapours fly, 

Nor sultry Sol's meridian throne 

Can bid surrounding fears begone ; 
The gloom of night will still preside. 
While angry conscience stares on either side. 
/Strophe. To ease his sore distemper'd head, 
Sometimes upon the rocky bed 
Reclined he lies, to list the sound 
Of whispering reed in vale profound. 
Happy if Morpheus visits there 
A while to lull his woe and care ; 
Send sweeter fwcies to his aid, 
And teach him to be undismay'd ; 
Tet wretched still, for when no more 
The gods their opiate balsam pour. 
Ah, me ! he starts, and views again 
The Libyan monster prance along the plain. 

Now from the oozing caves he flies. 
And to the city's tumults hies. 
Thinking to frolic life away. 
Be ever cheerful, ever gay : 
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xo queii ine lumuiis oi ine mma ; 

Then man as much of joy can share 

From ruffian winter, bleakly bare, 

As from the pure ethereal blaze 

That wantons in the summer rays ; 

The humble cottage then can bring 

Content ; the comfort of a king ; 

And gloomy mortals wish no more 

For wealth and idleness to make them poor. 



ODE TO DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Thou joyless fiend, life's constant foe, 
Sad source of care and spring of woe, 

Soft pleasure's hard control ; 
Her gayest haunts for ever nigh ; 
Stern mistress of the secret sigh. 

That swells the murm'ring soul. 

Why haunt'st thou me through deserts drear ? 
With grief-swoln sounds why wound my ear. 
Denied to pity's aid ? 
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Thy visage wan did e'er I woo, 
Or at thy feet in homage bow, 

Or court thy sullen shade. 

Even now enchanted scenes abound, 
Elysian glories strew the ground, 

To lure th' astonish'd eyes ; 
Now horrors, hell, and furies reign. 
And desolate the fairy scene 

Of all its gay disguise. 

The passions, at thy urgent callj 
Our reasons and our sense enthrall 

In frenzy's fetters strong. 
And now despair with lurid eye 
Doth meagre poverty descry, 

Subdu'd by famine long. 

The lover flies the haunts of day. 
In gloomy woods and wilds to stray. 

There shuns his Jessy's scorn : 
Sad sisters of the sighing grove 
Attune their lyres to hapless love. 

Dejected and forlorn. 

Tet hope undaunted wears thy chain, 
And smiles amidst the growing pain, 

Nor fears thy sad dismay ; 
Unaw'd by power her fancy flies 
From earth's dim orb to purer skies. 

Realms of endless day. 
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Our wounded bosom's secret pain. 

The just, the good, more honours share 
In what the conscious breast bestows, 

Than vice adorn'd with sculptor's care, 
In all the venal pomp of woes. 

A sad-eyed mourner at his tomb, 

Thou, Friendship ! pay thy rites divine. 

And echo through the midnight gloom 
That Strephon's early fall was thine. 



THE AUTHOR'S LIFE. 

^Iy life is like the flowing stream 

That glides where summer's beauties teem, 

Meets all the riches of the gale 

That on its watery bosom sail, 

And wanders 'midst Elysian groves 

Through all the haunts that fancy loves. 

j\Iay I, when drooping days decline, 
And 'gainst those genial streams combine, 
The winter's sad decay forsake. 
And centre in my parent lake. 
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SraoE brightest beauty soon must fade, 
That in life's spring so long has rolled, 

And wither in the drooping shade, 
Ere it return to native mould ; 

Ye virgins, seize the fleeting hour, 
In time catch Oytherea's joy. 

Ere age your wonted smiles deflower. 
And hopes of love and life annoy. 



ON THE AUTHOR'S INTENTION OF GOING TO SEA. 

Fortune and Bob, e'er since his birth, 

Gould never yet agree. 
She fairly kick'd him from the earth 

To try his fate at sea. 



ON SEEING A COLLECTION OF PICTURES, 

PAINTED BY MR. [ALEXANDER] RUNCIMAN. 

[Ranciman's ' Hall of Ossian' at Penicuik House is referred 
to in the following Verses. His *' paintings ' are well known : 
and many of them have been engraved. There is a portrait 
of him in Stark's * Biographia Scotica,' 1805. He died sud- 
denly in 1785.] 

COULD my Muse, like thee, with magic skill, 
Subdue the various passions at her will, 
Like thee make each idea stand confest, 
That honours or depraves the human breast ; 
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Lions roar and tigers howl, 
Fright'ning from their azure shrine 
Stars that wont in orbs to shine : 
Now the sailor's storm-toss'd bark 
Knows no blest celestial mark, 
While in the briny troubled deep 
Dolphins change their sport for sleep ; 
Ghosts and frightful spectres gaunt, 
Churchyard's dreary footpaths haunt, 
And brush with wither'd arms the dews 
That fall upon the drooping yews. 



EPIGRAM, 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, AT THE DESIRE OF A GENTLEMAN WHO 
WAS RATHER ILL-FAVOURED, UDT WHO HAD A FAMILY OF 
BEAUTIFIL CHILDREN. 

ScoTT and his children emblems are 

Of real good and evil ; 
His children are like cherubims, 

But Scott is like the devil. 
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The di and gh have always the gattoral somicL The sound of the 
English diphthong oo, is conunonlj spelled ou. The French t«, a sound 
which often occurs in the Scottish language, is marked oo or m. The 
a in genuine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthong, or fol- 
lowed hy an e mute after a single consonant, sounds generallj like the 
hroad English a in vxM, The Scottish diphthong oe, always, and ea 
very often, sound like the French e acute. The Scottish diphthong ey 
sounds like the Latin ei. 



A\ all. 

Aheech., at a shy distance. 

Abideintf abiding, tolerating it. 

AbieUy above, Perthshire dialect. 

AblinSy perhaps. 

Aboon, above. 

Ado [what^s^j what's about? 

Ae, one. 

Aff, off. 

Aff-hand, off-hand, without pre- 
meditation. 

Aft^ oft. 

Afbm^ often. 

Afterhend, afterwards. 

AJUmeSy oftentimes. 

AgainSy against. 

Ahinty behind. 

Aiky oak, to feel sore. 

Aiisy or ailings, ills. 

Airiy own. 

Airy early. 

Airtksy ways. 

AitSy oats. 

Aiten-strsLWy oaten -straw, corn- 
stalk. 



Aithy oath. 

Aixy axe. 

Alakey alas! 

Alaney alone. 

Akmgy along. 

AlskiUy a shoemaker's awl. 

Amangy among. 

Amryy cupboard. 

Auy if. 

An\ and. 

AfuXy once. 

AneSy once, at one time. 

AnUheTy another. 

Antriny different, strange. 

Apeny open. 

AguaforUy water. 

AquavUdBy whisky. 

AUow \by and]y over and above. 

Aiddy old. 

Auld/arrarUy wise. 

Atdd lang-syney early days. 

Auld maidy spinster. 

Atdd Nicky the Devil. 

Auld warldy ancient. 

AvcLy at aU. 

Ayonty beyond. 
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isdia, bold. 

Batin, swear, curse. 

Bannin^ swearing. 

Bane, bone. 

Bannet, bonnet. 

Hong'd, crammed, defeated. 

Buntrin, banteiing. 

Bardies, poets. 

Barken t, encrusted. 

Burleij -scones, kind of bread. 

Barras, burglis, boroughs. 

Bassie, an old horse. 

Baud//, brothel. 

Bauh, cross beams. 

Bnuld, bold. 

Baaldly, boldly. 

Baiisle, an old horse. 

Bauthrin, bothering. 

Bawbee, half-penny. 

Baxter, baker. 

Be, alone. 

Beasties, animals. 

Beath, both. 

Bedding-strae, straw for anunals 

to lie upon. 
Bedeen, immediately, in haste. 
Bedonm, down. 

Bed-stock, part of a bed, the post. 
Beek, warm. 
Beenge, heeng, cringe. 
Beenging, cringing. 
Begude, began. 



Bicker^ wooden dish. 

Bidd^ shelter, retreat. 

Bien^ plentifiil. 

Bierdy^ plentifcdly. 

Biggin, building, house. 

Big, to erect. 

Bill, billy, companion. 

Binna, be not. 

Blnk, shelf. 

Birks, birch-trees. 

Birky, clever fellow. 

Birle, drink, throw up- 

Bim, burden. 

Birr, bir, vigour, strength. 

Birs'd, bruised. 

Blrsel, to scorch, heat. 

Birze, bmise. 

Bisket, bosom, biscuit. 

Bizz, buzz. 

Bizzin, buzzing. 

Blades, leaves. 

Blaid, leaf. 

Bladit, leaved. 

Blate, shy, bashful, modest. 

Blaicii, blown. 

Blawart, a plant. 

Bleer-eyd, dira-ey'd, [with tears 

or rheum.] 
Bleering, blearing. 
Bleezing, blazing. 
Blink, a smiling look, a sunny 

snatch. 
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BHnkin, looking hastily. 

Bk^Sj globules. 

Blude, Uwd, bleid, blood. 

Bhufy^ hUidey^ bloody. 

Bhtegown. See note 8, p. 18. 

Bluffs coarsely honest. 

Boden^ bodin^ provided, furnished. 

BodUy one-sixth of an English 
penny. 

BogleSy hobgoblins. 

BoOy bowed. 

Borrowstouny burgh town. 

Boucky buiky buke, bulk, body, 
person. 

Bouden, botoderiy full of. 

Bougily bugle, crow of a cock. 

BourachSf bvrachs^ burrochSj com- 
panies^ collections. 

B<nU, about. 

Bowety lamp-holder. 

Bowie, a dish. 

Bra, braw, fine, handsome. 

Brae, a declivity, slope of a hill. 

Braweat, finest, handsomest. 

Brawhf, finely, handsomely. 

Braid, broad. . 

Brak, broke. 

BraJnn, broken. 

Breeks, breeches. 

Briff, bridge. 

Brither, brother. 

Brize, bruise. 

Broachie^ brooch. 

Broags, strong shoes. 

Brock, badger. 

Brodit, pricked. 

Brose, a dish of oatmeal and boil- 
ed water. 

Browst, what is brewed. 

Browster, brewer. 

Bruckie, cow. 

Brtnser, pugilist. 

Brulzies, broils, combats. 

Brunt, burned. 

Bughliei^^me, folding-time. 



Buird, board. 

BuU, but, must be. 

Bumbaz*d, confused. 

Bttre, bore. 

Bum, rivulet. 

Bum-bank, the bank of a stream. 

Busk, dress. 

Buskit, dressed. 

Buss, bush. 

Butt, but, one division, without 

By and attour, over and above. 

Bt/gane, byegane^ bygone. 

Bykes, nests. 

Byre, cow-house. 



Ca\ call, name, drive. 

Cadgie, cheerfuL 

Cadgily, cheerfully. 

Cadie, a messenger, errand-run- 
ner. 

Cairds, vagrants. 

Cairn, loose heap of stones. 

CcUlant, youth. 

Caller, cauler, cawUr, caulor,fresii, 
cool, sound. 

Ccdd^ cold. 

CcUdri/e, cold-dispositioned. 

Cam, came. 

Cankered, ill-natured. 

Canna, cannot. 

Canny, happy, gentle. 

CantUy, cheerfully, merrily. 

Cantrip, charm, speU. 

Canty, cheerful, merry. 

Cap, small wooden dish. 

Capemoity, bad tempered, ill-na- 
tured. 

Capstone, capestone. 

Carrkch, catechism. 

Carena, caema, heed not. 

Carles, old men. 

CarUne, old woman. 

Caries, cards. 

CasUm, occasion. 






Chnrot, chariot. 

Cht'kfor choiTj side by side. 

C/t".j^e-rack, instrument employed 

ill making cheese. 
C/t((l, a familiar name for a per- 

Chirps^ munnur. 

Cliiinli-y, chiiimey. 

Chii'm, warble. 

C/tirminff, warbling. 

Choir [cheek Jur], side by side. 

('/(((:,<, clothes. 

Clf'f/, burden. 

Claikuuj, gossiping. 

Cl'tisf, chise, clothes. 

Cliiit/i^ ch>th. 

Clarnikea'it, a severe blow. 

Chinip^ noisy tramp. 

Clark, cl(!rk. 

Chu'ty, dirty, unclean. 

Ckiiili^ report, [lying]. 

Clatter, chatter. 

Clattertnf/, chattering. 

Claufjhviff, viUage. 

Clanmer, clamour. 

Clarer, clover. 

Clair, scratch. 

deed, clothe. 

Cleed'uKj, deading, clothing. 

Cleek, catch as with a hook. 

Clevgh, a den between rocks. 

cutter^ noise. 
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Codroch^ rustic 

Coftf bought. 

Cog, coygie^ cogie, wooden dish 

Colley, colly, sheep-dog. 

Comerade, companion. 

Connach, abuse, tear to pieces. 

Coojl foolish person. 

Corbie, crow. 

Coming, law-phrase. 

Corp, corpse. 

Cosh, comfortable. 

Coshly, comfortably. 

Cottar^ cotter, person dwelling in 

a cot-house. 
Cou^diia, could not. 
Cours, crouches, shelters under. 
Cout, yomig horse, foal. 
Couter^ coulter. 
Couth, couthy, couthie, social 
Coic, defeat, take the pride out 

of. 
Coxcp, exchange. 
Cowr, cour, recover. 
Cox, persuade. 
Cozy, snug. 
Crabbit, ill-natured. 
Crack, discourse, rent. 
Craig, throat. 

Cranunin, cramming, filling. 
Crap, crept. 
Craw, crow. 
Creels^ bjiskets. 



=1 




Creesk, criesh, grease. 

Crieshyy grease, filled. 

Cronies^ intimate sodal- compa- 
nions. 

Crookj croock, twist. 

Croon^ hum, 

Crotgaingj croaking. 

Crousey bold, proud. 

Crotuh/y boldlj. 

Crotpcbf, a dish made of oatmeal. 

Cruizy^ lamp. 

Crum^ crumb. 

Crvmmiey cow. 

Cruney peculiar murmur of a cow 
at milking time. 

Cuddle^ fold kindly to the bosom. 

CWZs, rakes. 

Cvmiedy monied, coined. 

CwserSy coursers. 

C«%-«pe«», short-spoon. 

Cutty-stool, low-stool, stool of re- 
pentance. 

Cttttystoup, a quartern measure. 

D 
Dad, a large piece. 
Daff, daffin, fan, diversion. 
Dc^, merry. 
Dainty, dainties, daintUhs, good 

quantity, fine thinga 
Dander^ wander. 
Dang, pushed, knocked down. 
Dantan, to deject. 
Darena, dare not. 
Dash, show, defiance. 
Daub, a proficient. 
Daut, pet. 
Dead-deai, board for stretching 

corpses upon. 
Deidk/, deadly. 
Deave, deafen. 
Dee, die. 
Deed, indeed. 
DeO, Devil. 
Defve, dig. 1 



DevaU, give over, cease. 

Diddle, trifle. 

Die, dye, colour. 

Diffht, clean. 

Diffhting, separation of com from 
the chsff. 

Dike, dyke, wall. 

Ding, to worst, to push. 

Dinlin, shaking. 

Dinna, do not. 

Dinsome, noisy. 

Dirk, pierce. 

Dis, does. 

Disna, does not. 

Divall, cease. 

Divets, turf cut into broad pieces. 

Dockans^ herbs, the dock. 

Doggie, dimin. of dog. 

DoiTd, tired, exhausted. 

Dominie, teacher, schoohnaster. 

Donnart, unheeding, carelessly 
stupid. 

Dooly doolfii, dools, sorrow, pan- 
ful, pains. 

Dorty, proud, conceited. 

Dosin, dozing, asleep. 

Dossied, flung down in a peculiar 
whirling. 

Doughtna, durst not. 

Doughty, valiant. 

Doup, back-side. 

Dour, dowr, sullen. 

Dow, dow'd, able, I was able. 

Dovjf, douf, dull. 

Dowy, dowie, gloomy. 

Dragled, drenched. 

Drap, drop. • 

Draj^pit, dropped. 

Draiunt, drivel. 

Dree, endure, suffer. 

Dreech, slow, tedious. 

Dreep, drop. 

Dreeping, dripping. 

Dribbs, dribbles, drops, small 
quantities. 



^ 



Du'ine^ to droop. 

Dirt/niiiff, dioining, decaying, 
drooping. 

E 

Juw\ early. 

A"e«, eves. 

Ktning, eining, e'ening^ e'enln^ 

evening. 
KJfhoons, oftentimes. 
Judcnt, eidant, diligent. 
Kikit, joined. 
7!,'//, eel. 
/uld, old age. 
Junow, just now. 
AV/v/, (lull, melancholy, woful. 
Jus/ling, shrinking from dryness. 
KiMack, hot-house plants, chosen 

bits. 
E'lth^ easy. 
EitJdg^ easily. 
EldbiSy fuel. 
Knimack^ an ant. 
Ene/ngh^ enough. 
Engyne^ mind, wisdom. 
Ept^ name. 

F 

Ea'.fa'an. See note 2, p. 26. 
Fudge ^ a kind of bread, a piece of it. 
Fae^ enemy, foe. 



Fa\M^f<My fold. 

FavJts,, faults. 

Favm^ flatteringly coax. 

Feams^ ferns. 

Feat^ neat. 

Feck^fek^ a quantity. 

Feckless^ void of strength. 

^eg,/egg, fig. 

Fells, fell, destroy, dissipate. 

Fellifiy felon. 

Fend, protect, to live comfortably. 

Fenzying^ feigning. 

Ferlies, wonders, mysteries. 

Ferly, wonder. 

Ferra^ a cow missing calf. 

Fidge, to shift about restlessly. 

Fier, sound, healthy. 

Fleth, faith ! [a minced oath.] 

Fifan^ belonging to Fifeshire. 

Fike^ move about restlessly, im- 
patiently. 

Findrums, fish. 

Fint^Jient^ minced oath, not a par- 
ticle. 

Fitstaps, footsteps. 

Fitt^ foot. 

Fizz, whiz. 

Floe, flea. 

Fhff, to move up and down like 
the wings of birds. 

Flee, fly. 



IL- 



- 
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Flaia, Bjatg. 


G 


/•fetei,™x, flatter. 


(;«-rir«r=»d],galL 


FkacAin,,fiMcM«!,Jelclm>g, fl^ 


Gnldia. speaking. 


Iming, beseeching. 


Gab, gaib. moutL 


Fl«-d,Uj^. 


GaU'iai, ftomschs. 


FUg, feu. 


CniR of ready utterance. 


F/esno, fear not. 


Co»fi«, prating pertly. 


fhg, to fright. 


G<B,gO. 


Fle^-d. sflVigbted. 


Cfl«f, weub. 


FliKfpn. flinging. 


Ca»U, sAaiit., ghoats. 


Fl'il. cbange, fly. 


C™iw,feet. 


Fliui, tiah, floimder. 


Gone, gone. 


Flawrie. Jhw'r-palt, flowery, 


G™?. go- 


fiower-pota. 


C™^?, going. 


/Junj, bafflea. deceived. 


GoBlriet, stands for barrels. 


Flunly, a ).etter Idod of Hrv-ant. 




/■^te, s™ld. 




f^m;?. acolduig. 


Gar% gar'd, caused, forced. 


/-oet, people. 




/■oraf, forwud. 


ea<,got. 




Gate, way, road. 


/■ore - /oua/jMB, irewT, out of 




breath. 




ForgalKer,f>r3€tker, to meet. 


ffinttiiiiiii, jawning. 


Foriteth, foraooth. 


G«m«. gam. going. 


Jbr^pai, foiapate. 


G««,, ffowy, buMTU, kKrfdng 


«r'e, forit 


big. 


«vtM, mnaiod term. 


Geor, aaer, goods, riches. 


/b«,>', full, drank. 


Ctck, alight, toss the bead with ! 


FoiMeiiei, want of vigour. 


disd^. 1 


FixA, or/ori, folli. 


Gted. good, Perthshire dialect 


/buBOBi, fulsome. 


GenOe, rich, nppet rants. 


/WA, plenty. 


Gefe, dlildr..!,. 


/>n,./roe, from. 


Gegzea'd, aiiniiik with dryness. 




GBZ,wig. 


/Vajfs, phrase, pmise. 


Caaj-tBoieri, wig-makers. 


Fralds. soundly. 


CAairt, a ghost 


/Wi,curi. 




W./OH, Ml, dninfc. 


aim, even. 


F^ht, fought 


ffi«,0ves. 


FufefooL 


a/ if. 


Fmd, foDud. 


(Mpy,» roguish young person. 


Fu'neu, fulnms. 


Cmw™, women, J0UllEe^^e.. 


Fw*!, oat ofthe house, forth. 


Cw,E 




e™j*™«i, gmgerb«ad. 


8 


^ 




fJi-rrV. gleeful, full of joy, 

(iit'.^jme. cheerftil. 

O /--'/. cl-rJe. kite. 

'/''rv. clr-vf-r. readv. 

^f'-'/'v, cleverlv. 

fr'f'i. a (IhII. 

07c/t/. pepp. glint. 

6''<7/. ^/tV^, ////%. smooth. 
(,'/omin, shut of t*ve. See note, 

p. 69. 
Cil'»re, ghrie^ plory. 
(jl'inr, stare, look. 
Ghtrrin, glou^ing^ staring. 
Gluvm, gloom, frown. 
Ooitd, gowd, gold. 
Goiik, gmck, foolish person. 
(jowan, daisy. 
(toicnnt/, full of daisies. 
fjowcbpink, goldfinch. 
(Jou'plns^ handfuls. 
(iraith^ accoutrements. 
drari^y grain, groan. 
Grannie, grandmother. 
Grassum, free gift. 
Gravat, neckcloth. 
Greapin, groping. 
Grei% agree. 
Gri'on, grien, long for. 
Greening, longing for. 
Greet, wooyt. 
GrinderSy tooth. 



Gutcher, grandfather. 



ffa\ ha^-houte, halL 
HabuHments, habiliments. 
Haclde, cow. 
Had, hold. 
Hadna, had not 
Hae, have. 
Haffity cheek. 

Hafflins, haflins, half-and-half. 
Haggis, a Scottish dish. 
Hoiks, horses. 
HaiiU haU, whole. 
Hailstones, hidlstones. 
Hain'd, saved. 
Hair-kaimer, hair-comber. 
Hair-mould, lost, dirty. 
Holland, division in a house. 
HaUoioeen, dlst of October. 
Halesome, wholesome. 
Hah/, holy. 
Hamdy, homely. 
Homespun, homespun. 
Homeward, homeward. 
Hame-o^er, home-over. 
Hameil, home-bred. 
Hamhcks, hemlocks. 
Hap, cover. 
Hap-warms, mantles. 
Harken, hearken. 
Harl, drag. 
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Harlin, dragging. 


HouUters, holsters. 


Harsty harvest. 


Houp, hope. 


Hmtdj hold. 


Housie, little house. 


Haughj low gromid by the side of 


Housing, furnishing. 


a river. 


How, hollow. 


Haverilj a foolish silly fellow. 


Hawtotody, a young hen. 


Hawkiej a cow. 


Howt, fy. 


Hawse, throat. 


Hoiodie, midwife. 


Hearse, hoarse. 


Howder, confusedly thrown to- 


Heart-scad, pain in the stomach, 


gether. 


heart-bum. 


Howlet, an owL 


Hearth-stame, hearth-stone. 


Hummil, without horns. 


Hea^kery, heathy. 


Htmd, hound. 


Heeze, a lift, to elevate. 


Hunder, one hundred. 


Hegh, an exclamation. 


Hunder-fatdd, hundred-fold. 


JTe^oh! 


HungerX hxmgered. 


HeU, head. 


Huntit, hunted. 


Helter-skeUer, hurriedly and con- 


Hurdies, legs, the buttocks. 


fusedly. 


Hyn, go away. 


Herd, to tend flocks, one who 




herds. See p. 154. 


I 


Hereavjo, here-away. 


A in. 


Herried, plundered. 


lU-haind, ill-saved. 


Herrm, herring. 


flka, every, each. 


Het, hot. 


Imost, inmost. 


HeUpvnt, hot-pint. 


InderUU, indentured. 


Hidling, hiding, private. 


Ingan, onion. 


Higkt, height. 


Ingle, fire. 


Hinder, last. 


Ingle-nook, fireside comer. 


Hiney, honey. 


Ingle-side^ the fireside. 


Hinged, covered with honey. 


Inrow'd, inrolled. 


Hmg, hang. 


rse, I shall. 


Hip, miss over. 


Is% is it? 


HirpUng, creeping, [painfully, de- 


Ither, other. 


crepitly.] 


Itlane, alone. 


Hirsel, hirsle, move slowly and 


Itsel, itself. 


lamely. 




Hcibbk, move. 


J 


Hoden-gray, coarse home-grown 


Jarrin, jarring. 


and home-spxm doth. 


Jeels, jellies. 


Holey, full of holes. 


Jibe, to mock. 


Hooly, slow. 


JiUet, a jilt, a giddy girl. 


Horse-couper, horse-dealer. 


Jink, to dodge. 


Houf, houff, resort. 


Jo, joe, sweetheart 


Haukit, digged. 


Jook,jouk, to stoop. 


4d i 


k.2 ^ 



> 



farmer. 
K<tttirn, y<»nncT girls. 
Ki hhiick^ b'hbock, cheese. 
A'' ' /•. look, poop. 
Ki I ktnfj-ijhissts, looking-glasses. 
A'' //, know, 
Ki /i'd, ktit't, knew. 
A'( inl/iiifj^ kindling. 
K'pjnt, mot. 

K( rii-i<up])er^ harvest-supper. 
Krlf/t'^ tire-side dish. 
A'/'//, a kiln. 
Kiltif, tuokod up. 
Kiii-kiiid^ akin, related. 
Kirk, church. 

K!rk//(ird, burying ground. 
A'/'/v/, chm'u. 
Kirnsttijj] chumstafF. 
Kltit, chest, trunk. 
K/.<t-/io(>k, chest comer. 
Kitclicri^ sauce. 
Klltlc, difficult, to tickle. 
Kd'uJIj. with vivacity. 
Kiioll^ hillock. 
Kiioiit^ cattle. 
Kn<>(i\ small round hillock. 
Kij. cows. 
Kijf<\ holly. 
Kijtli^ discover. 

L 

fjib.^ter, lohstor. 

Lad, laddk, hthk. y*»uu'^ man. 



iMug^ long. ™ 

Langer, longer. 

Langrun^ end. 

Lang.vjne^ langsine^ long ago, in 

early days. 
LangsjmTiy long-spun. 
Lang'd, longed. 
iMngkail, colewort. 
LanglookX looked. 
Lanthron, lantern, lean-looking. 
Lapper'd, curdled. 
Lassie, girl, young woman. 
Lat, let, allow. 
Lathie, young man. 
Lave, rest. 
Ixiverock, lark. 
Lawen, reckoning. 
I^ea, lea-rig, graiisy ridge. 
Lealest, surest. 
L^ally, leal, loyally, honestly. 
Lxan, a resting-place. 
Lear'd, learning, learned. 
Ledy, lady. 
Lee-lang, all the day. 
L.eem, loom. 
Leesh, lash. 
Lecsins, lessons. 
Leet. See note 1, p. 103. 
Leg-bail, nmuing away. 
Lt'ire, leave, as soon. 
Lend, give. 

Lcrroch. See note 1, p. tJ2. 
^ J^t a be, lot alone. 
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fjeitgh^ laughed. 


Maisty most. 


Licket, stmck. 


MaisteTy master. 


Licks^ strokes. 


Mcmter-canny chamber-pot. 


lAfl, the sky. 


Moister laigUny largest milking 


LighUyin^ despising. 


pail. 


Lightsome^ cheerful. 


Maky make. 


Liga^ lies. 


Makes no, makes not, matters not. 


IM^ to sing in snatches, a tune. 


Maktriy quantity, making. 


LiUmg^ singing in snatches. 


MomeatSy moments. 


Limmers, whores. 


Mon, must. 


lAngans, thread used by shoe- 


Mone or maeny moan. 


makers. 


Mangy among. 


ZAniiej linnet. 


Marshy march. 


Lippen, trost to, rely upon. 


MartSy winter proviaon of beef. 


Lithy joint. 


Master-mouSy chamber-pots. 


LoCy looCy love. 


Mottghty might. 


Loo'dy loved. 


MotJcin^ a hare. 


Loof, hollow of the hand. 


Matikm-mody mad as a hare. 


Louden^ Ix>thian. 


MotmnOy must not, may not. 


LoundeTy severe blow. 


MoviSy a thrush. 


Zoup, leap. 


MaWy to mow. 


Louty stoop. 


Meikky nmch. 


LoutiL, stooped. 


Meltiiky a meaL 


LoWy flame. 


Menssiey a collection. 


Lown^ a tricky fellow, a ragamuf- 


Merghy except. 


fin. 


Meiy metty measure, rhyme. 


Lmos'dy loosed. 


MieTy muir. 


Lowsej loose. 


MiOenesSy milkiness. 


Luckie^ mistress. 


Mindy remember. 


Liig^ ear. 


Minty attempt. 


Luggie, wooden dish with a handle. 


Mirky dark. 


Z/um, chimney. 


Mirkesty darkest. 


Lure^ rather. 


MirlggoeSy dizziness by spells. 


Lgartj hoary, old. 


MishanteTy miskauntery mishap. 


Ljfther, more sheltered. 


Mialear'dy unmannerly, mischiev- 

Ana 


M 


OUS. 

MitheTy mother. 


MacaronieSy dandies. 


Mor^y monisy many. 


Mockery maker. 


Momy to-morrow morning. 


Afae,y more. 


Motfyfy spotted. 


MaikSy half-pence. 


MoUy mowy mouth. 


MaUiny farm. 


MuckUy big. 


Mainy money maeny moan, com- 


Mtuandy musing. ! 


plain. 


MutcheSy caps. 


Afoar, marey more. 


MgseBy myself. ^ 


2. 

1 


l3 



N 



.\ 'fffitn, net'd not. 




Xe'^r-Jo-irttl, never-do-well. 


Pap, pop. 


.\t /*>•/, n»'xt. 


ParrUckj pottage, oatmeal pud- 


yirht. nijLrht. 


ding. 


Sirht-rni)^ nijilit-irap. 


Pai'tans^ crabs. 


yii'L' [tiuhr\. De\il. 


PatL, pat, put, a pot. 


Xick stick, notched rwkoning stick. 


Paiientfu\ waiting with patience. 


yirktr, neij;h. 


Paughty, haughty, proud. 


Xir/jtt, notched, cut. 


Paiiky, sly, cunning, wisely rather 


Xif,<f. next. 


than harmfully. 


Xi>. not. 


Pawns, sells [conditionaUyJ. 


Xochf, nothing. 


Pai/, punish. 


X'uHk^ head. 


Pechinf/, breathing hurdly. 


Xo'i'/dn, a drinking-nieasure. 


Peel, scorch. 


Xo<)/,\ corner. 


Peerify, purify. 


Xor\ nortli. 


Pegh, pant. 


Xorlnii.(i^ from the North of Scot- 


Perfite, perfyte, perfect. 


land. 


PihracJis, Highland tunes. 


Xofnr, notary public. 


Pickle, some, a few. 


Xouther, neither. 


Pig, an earthen pitcher. 


Xou% cattle. 


Pingle, contend. 




Pint stoup, a drinking-dish. 





Pimy, thread intermixed. 


(/, of. 


Pits, pitts, puts. 


Oer-(/ang, over-go, ouLstri]). 


Plack, old Scotch coin. 


Olnni^ alas! 


Plninstanes, foot-path flagged. 


Out, on it. 


Plaisters, plasters. 


(>/?//, any. 


Plashes, plunges. 


()rroii\ orro, spiirc. 


Playfair, plaything. 


Or, before. 


Pleuyh, })lough. 


(^7, (.fit. 


Pley, disox)rd. 


On/,; \v«>fk. 


Pleyploys, mischievous tricks. 


Outh//, out->itli-. 


Plookh, plooky, punples, pimply. 
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Pbck, eating, quantilj allowed. 


Aiiim, owing, resting, 


Pout. bug. 


Satil, the appointed 'time' of the 


Pomtt, hnir.iuigaont, pomabun. 


Gra. 


f^rlUh, poviTtj. 


iM, wife. 


Pn!mK,po«T<j,p>nej. 


ffijS, riif, ridge. 


Poat/ier'd, powdered. 


it^-feBjrt*, length of «-ridge. 


Pottf, poult. 




Few, hesd. 


«r™^' 


Frttin. tBstiiig. 


flipe, leek and empty. 


PH«i,, taating, proriEg. 


ft.fa%, rofe^. cio..k, nuntle. 


/Vie, Usta. 


Sootit. nbbed. 






ProOi/, preMjr. 


flc*e(, roze/, resin. 


f«iA«i,frog. 


ft«p,aale. • 


Wd, pulled. 


Aout, to make a ninH. 


ft«d; pound. 


Aw«, ri)w, rolL 


ftnyie, porple. 


Awtin, lowing. 


/Wiie, cat or ban. 


fflJjA, romping, riotona. 




Suck,si^ 


Q 


Sue, repeot. 


<Jiio(, jMil, quit. 


Anj, good bargain. 


eMaB,dam». 


Pwnpfe, bottom. 


qoeji, s wooden drinking-diali. 


flwBfe, wrinkle 


Qm>, fuoth, quod, iali. 


JianS, staff. 


R 


S 


Jiaiagit, ranged. 


AiAMft. 


itoiw, raking. 


«!/&», soften. 


Awiri«, range, row. 


Ame, ssin, bless. 


»»(, brisk. 


««r,sore,tottr>re. 


ft™, mw. 


S»Vd, ser-'d. 


fior, retch, stntch. 


amVfe, sorely. 


fiean,ei»in.. 


iW;, shall ■ 


1 flaoninS, ramw, brimfij, froth- 


&H.5, »ng. 


„T\ 


Sangiler, longeter. 


ftBi,heed. 


Sappy, hearty. 


Rut, Bnioke. 


.S-ari, shirt. 


A«i, ■ dance, wtlb snartly. 


S.r*fcM, without a shirt. 


; A«Bfe, heavy Btroke. 


SiMin. settling. 


1 Seaa. Sec note 2, p. 68. 


61JUA™, Billow. 


! fi«M^,™need. 


Saus*, willow. 




»B.i,BonL 


! And, red." 


AratoB, hirad mo»nio» atfiinerali 


i ft»B«4belp. 


A»<,sdt. 



.S'm««», «»UiDg. 


Sta«-,aliB™. 


H-vup, Kope. 


JlairX ahu^ 


Scmll,, vl™.y. 


SiQM,hann. 


HcoH^der, hilf-bumed, touched 




witli fin. 


Siffj^i, skittUh. 


^""TT. wMurinK. 


SJ'ei/^ shelf. 


Smtpl, acralnil. 


Jiiefp. skp. 


iVciwft si«re. 


^Wter, confcsedly in li«te. 


AVr;«yj, spa«ly. 




.v™d, run. 


Silrnt, slated. 


/iraaatr, luutlie. 


,Si7-«d; te»r, rent. 


A'.HlY, H'iduUI. 


Streea. prot«cl. 


.■-■rtrt, S.«Ol. 


S4«, sloe. 


/i.«, »df. 


Slavers, salivB. 


^cffrt tin. sold. 




fitHtri't, lentiiii-}^. 


.SVnijfera, dribblei. 


■^Vj, tn-- 


Sfee. sly. 


f<rypidce. IruJ piece. 


.5?«;y, .Ijly. 


S^l/lldng, fomning. 


^;«t, smooth. 


H/mir'l, fragiBCnt. 


.Sforiw, quench [thlnit]. 


MMnHnili, ahiiklng-Minik 


^™\ EmaiL 


A'A««i-, lej.', KlockiLfi. 


Sma'csi, smallert. 


-SAnji^s my, the fmt. 


^mocjt, kias. 


:fifc.iiiu,^kiAVrife. 


•S'nuri; smoke. 


,V/iii»riU, Jiinnnn, <duill <i<>1. 


Saoir, smother. 


.sVirtr, Bh"w, 


S-a^. snow. 


.VAn»--it, 8li..wn. 


^aaielappil, cm-ered with »no 


sktHs-cool. hnin-buililf. 


S^m^, iDOvrbsU. 


i!ftiV r, HiiT. 


iVfl, hitter-culd. 


.■J*;//".--, BhilliiiB'. 


.S/ip^/j, sharply, Utterly. 


.Vi/i.i, sliwi, frtl. 


.•iniring. suppressed uiighler. 
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Snodit^ kept in order. 

Soalsj soles [of shoes]. 

Soderiy boiled. 

Sonsy^ engaging look. 

Sook, snck. 

Soom, swim. 

Soud, should. 

Sought melancholy wind, sigh. 

Soum^ swim. 

/Sbtrn, sound. 

Soup^ a spoonfiil, a small quantity. 

Souple, pliant. 

Sour-mou'd, ill-natured. 

Souring, sometMng sour. 

SotUer, shoemaker. 

Soioder, solder. 

Sowff, a low whistle. 

Spae, to tell fortunes. 

Spaeunfe, fortune teller. 

Spairin, sparing. 

Spats, spots. 

Spaul, bone. 

SpecUy sped, climb. 

Spear, speer, speir, ask. 

Speen, spoon. 

Specks, spectacles. 

Spexd, speed. 

SpeJdings, fish [dried]. 

Spence, part of a house. 

Spink, goldfinch. 

Spinnel, spinnet. 

Spits, floods. 

Splits, wands. 

Spindle shanks, small limbs. 

SpufJc, match tipped with brim- 
stone. 

Spraings, stripes of different col- 
ours. 

Spraingit, striped. 

SprecJded, spotted. 

Spring, tune. 

Sptdzie, spoil. 

Squed, cry out loudly. 

Sta\ a stall. 

Stackit, erected, built. 



I Stamack, stomach. 
Stane, stone. 
Stang, sting. 
Stop, step. 
Stapprt, sapped. 
Statming, standing. * 
Stark, stout. 
Stamies, stars. 
Stavj'd, satisfied to nausea. 
Stay, stey, steep. 
Steekit, shut 
Steqnt, soaked. 
Stend, run qui(^y. 
Stent, an assigned quantity, to 

stretch or extend. 
SHckit, stabbed. 
Stirrah, a man. 
SHle, gate. 
Stoo, cut down. 
Stoiter, stumble, stagger. 
Stoup, a drinking-jug. 
Stoton, stole. 
Strae, straw. 
Siraik, stroke. 
Strakit, stroked. 
Strappin, lusty, talL 
StraiJispeys, dances. 
Strang, strong. 
Straught, straight. 
Stravaig, strolL 
Strave, strove. 
Streek, stretch. 
Stroaks, strokes. 
Streen, last night. 
Stumps, legs, [feet]. 
Subscrive, subscribe. 
Sud, should. 
Sugh. See Sough. 
Sioack, healthy, joUy. 
SwalTd, swollen. 
Sioaird, grass, sward. 
Sioank, stately, joUy. 
Stoeel, swallow. 
Sweer, loath. 
Stoither, hesitate. 



T^,^,it, top,K-d. 




8pe«h. 


TuHtin, liilkiiiK- 






Tmiiliit, scoffing. 






7-«;». empty. 




r.i„f, ,-mptv, dri.ik of. 


Tefl-bo. jiiiine. 




TooOifJ, small quantit)'. 


I'crti, Kni]ill qunuti 




roidi, toasted. 


7VWi/. UdJ. 




Tol/fd; boilai slowly. 


Te'i/hld, tenfold. 




To«l; beat. 






7'nii(ii. blowed, drink. 


7t(i.. trut. 




Touiki. liriitlea, frscls. 


7-.«sA, tough- 




Tni,lec-fiKh, trades-poople 


7ij«toi,, Tu«daj. 






7-AwfcV. Ikltill [troom], thatched. 


Tretn, a dish. 


7-AuB, th«i. 




TruU, tract, detd in. 


T%.'t4er, logelhM 




TfiJfers, feel. 


T'AtreoKcwf, Ihpre-c 


oncemiog. 


Trig [-We], gcntceL 


r/»V, these. 




Tri3(j,^iit«>lly. 


Tk:rlm!i.gr\aiiag- 


illL 


7-r«jKlnrC 


T/wl-'. thouglit 




Tubk, combat. 


7-Ay; ullhoush. 




7'unteT*, money [pOBseaaiu 






T™, two. 


rAflwjj, thnaig. 






7»™i'e, |mifi«.-red. 




rrwiff, shooting pain. 


7-Am«-, t" twist, to 


contrail ict. 


r^ll. tnelvfl. 


Tilniuiii'l, h;ld tvm 


^i. 


Firafl, twelfth. 


'Aniu^tn-iBtciL 




rirare, tKere. 




Tittim, between. 


7'*w;>. (*n,i/^dl 


vrc. 


7V<X deprive. 


7-*riW'«. lliiMlrs. 




Tuvnlg. twenty. 


7'AW™. Ihri.hi^. |, 


o>ii4.Thii;. 


T-jV/, lied. 
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Tyne, lose. 

TyAe, rent, the smallest quantity. 

U 
UUa, tf%, vLeie, oil. 
Unoannyf awkward, miachievoos. 
Unoo\ strange. 
Unfold^ unfold. 
Unjteggtl, unaffirighted. 
Unken^dj unknown. 
UnyokU, unyoked. 
Upbraidm, upbraiding. 



Vcuxmce^ vacation. 
Vautf vault, salt. 
Verry^ vercL, very. 
Vockie^ vogie, glad. 
Vow^ resolution. 

W 
Wa\ wall. 

Wd'ffywers^ wall-flowers. 
Wadna^ would not. 
Waty woe. 

Watfri^ alas I woful! 
Waexuck^ the pity! 
Wag^ use. 

TToZe, choice, choose out 
WaUieSy gew-gaws. 
Wambles, runs. 
Wanchanof, unlucky. 
Wanruh/y unruly. 
WoMDordyy wanvoorth^ unworthy. 
War^ wartj were. 
Warhy work. 
Warly toarld, world. 
Worldly y worldly. 
Warlock, wizard. 
Warse^ toartl, worse, worst. 
Wat, wet 

Wather, wether [sheep]. 
Watgna, knows not 
Waukj woke. 
Wauhen, awaken. 



Wee-ane, wM-thmgi, children. 
Wed, well. 

Weel-buahedf well-dressed. 
Weel-titn^d, rhymed. 
W^d-fardiy, deverly, with a good 

grace. 
Weet, moisture. 
Wdghrbandt^ scales. 
FTcO, well 
ire£tm,sky. 
TFctr, war, wire. 
Wtxrlihe, wariike. 
TreKrd;fate. 
Weiher gammondy feet 
Weym, belly, womb. 
WeyVy wire, wear. 
Who, who. 
TFAoe'cr, whoever. 
Whang, a slice of bread or cheese* 

&C. 

Whan, when. 

IF^rc, where. 

Whare^er, wherever. 

Wliarefor, wherefore. 

WharenoWy where now. 

Wharewi^, wherewith. 

Wharewiiha\ wherewithal 

WhUk, which. 

Whinge, peevishly complain. 

Whish't, be sUent 

Whitens, fish. 

(FAittfe, knife. 

H^^%tifn5/le, iMnnmii^ turn over, 

wheel over. 
Whunttane, iMMutone, trap-rock. 
TF?, with. 

Wicker, woven woriL 
Wmdocks, vmmocks, windows. 
WiUatvins, well-a-dayl 
Wmna, will not 
Winsome, agreeable. 
Wirrikow, a hobgoblin [sort of 

higher spirit]. 
FTteen, throat 
Woo, wool 



\ 



IV^te, blame. 



Fae, one. 
Yalloiv^ yellow. 
Yale, ale. 



Youffd^ barked. 
Younkers^ young people. 
Yowe^ a ewe. 

YowVd^ whined piteously. 
Yvle^ yvle-day^ Christmas. 
Yidefeast^ Christmas feast 
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